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PREFACE. 

If the title chosen for this book should be impeached on 
the score of inaccuracy and presumption, I must admit that 
it might not seem easy to confute the charge.^ A full and 
thorough study of the great master whose name is the 
crowning glory of the nineteenth century could scarcely be 
comprised in ten times the space here allotted to a rapid 
and imperfect survey of so sublime and inexhaustible a 
subject My principal aim has been to bring into more 
prominent relief such aspects of the poet and the man as 
hitherto, for various worse or better reasons, have found 
least recognition or least acknowledgment in England. It 
is on this account, no less than on account of my own 
conscious inability to say anything unfamiliar to anybody in 
praise of his great romances, that only a few words have 
been given to works of world-wide fame, and of a popularity 
qualified only by the exceptional protests of malignant or 
obtuse eccentricity.^>^^^/r^ Dame dc Paris and Les Mise- 
tables need little more introduction to foreign readers than 
to French : and as a dramatist Victor Hugo is probably far 
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better known abroad than as a lyric or elegiac or epic or satiric 
poet I have np further excuse and no better explanation 
to offer for such various and serious shortcomings as will 
probably be detected in a work which at least lays no claim 
to completeness and makes no pretence to adequacy ; but 
which, if it should ever be found serviceable as an introduc- 
tion to the study of the greatest writer whom the world has 
seen since Shakespeare, will have fulfilled the utmost hope 
and realized the utmost ambition of its author. 
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CROMWELL 



V 



De lios prosp^rit^s I'univers est jaloux. 
Que me faut-il de plus que le bonheur de tous ? 
Je vous I'ai dit. Ce peuple est le peuple d'^lite. 
L'Europe de cette ilc est Thumblc satellite. 
Tout cMe k notre <?toile ; et I'impie est niaudit 
II semble, k voir cela, que le Seigneur ait dit : 
— Angleterre ! grandis, et sois ma fille ainde. 
Entre les nations mes mains t'ont couronnde ; 
Sois done ma bien-aimde, et marche k mes c6tds. — 
II dtrouie sur nous d'abondantes bontds ; 
Ch.ique jour qui finit, chaque jour qui commence, 
Ajoute un anneau d'or h cette chatne immense. 
On croirait que ce Dieu, terrible aux philistins, 
A comme un ouvrier compose nos destins ; 
Que son bras, sur un axe indestructible aux ^ges, 
De ce vaste Edifice a scelld les rouages, 
Qiuvre mystdrieuse, et dont ses longs efforts 
Pour des si^cles peut-ctre ont montd les ressorts. 
Ainsi tout va. La roue, h la roue enchain de, 
Mord de sa dent de fer la machine entrainde ; 
Les massifs balanciers, les antennes, les poids, 
Labyrinthe vivant, se meuvent \ la fois ; 
L'effrayante machine accomplit sans reldche 
Sa marche inexorable et sa puissante tdche ; 
Et des peuples entiers, pris dans ses mille bras, 
Disparaitraient broyds, s'ils ne se rangeaient pas. 
Et j'entraverais Dieu, dont la loi salutaire 
Nous fait un sort h part dans le sort de la terre ! 
J'irais, du peuple dlu foulant Ic droit ancien, 
Mettre mon intdrct k la place du sien ! 
Pilote, j'ouvrirais la voile aux vents contraires ! 

{Hoc/iunt ill tc'ic) 
Non, je ne donne pas cette joie aux faux fr^res. 
Le vieux navire anglais est toujours roi des flots. 
Le colosse est debout. Que sont d'obscurs complots 
Contre les hauts destins de la Grande-Bretagne ? 
Qu'est-ce cju'un coup de pioche aux ilancs d'une montagne ? 
{Promemmt des yeux de lynx autotir de Itii.) 
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Avis aux malveillants ! on sait tout ce qu'ils font. 

Le Hot est transparent, si I'abime est profond. 

On voit le fond du pidge oil rampe leur pensde. 

La vip^re parfois de son dard s'est blessde ; 

Au feu qu'on allumait souvent on se brQla ; 

Et les yeux du Seigneur vont courant <jJi et l^ — 

Qui du peuple et des rois a signd le divorce ? 

Moi. — Croit-on done me prendre ^ cette vaine amorce ? 

Un diad^me ! — Anglais, j'en brisais autrefois. 

Sans en avoir portd, j'en connais bien le poids. 

Quitter pour une cour le camp qui m'environne ? 

Changer mon glaive en sceptre et mon casque en couronne ? 

Allons ! suis-je un enfant ? me croit-on nd d'hier ? 

Ne sais-je pas que Tor p^se plus que le fer ? 

M'ddifier un trone ! Eh ! c'est crcuser ma tombe. 

Cromwell, pour y monter, sait trop comme on en tombe. 

Et d'ailleurs, que d'ennuis s'amassent sur ces fronts 

Qui se rident sitot, hdrisses de fleurons. ! 

Chacun de ces fleurons cache une ardente dpinc 

La couronne les tue ; un noir souci les mine ; 

Elle change en tyran le mortel le plus doux, 

Et, pesant sur le roi, le fait peser sur tous. 

Le peuple les admire, et, s'abdiquant lui-meme, 

Compte tous les rubis dont luit le diadcme ; 

Mais comme il fremirait pour eux de leur fardeau, 

S'il regardait le front et non pas le bandeau ! 

Eux, leur charge les trouble, et leurs mains souveraines 

De I'dtat chancelant melent bientOt les rcnes. — 

Ah ! remportez ce signe execrable, odieux ! 

Ce bandeau trop souvent tombe du front aux yeux. — 

{Larmoyant.) 
Et qu'en ferais-je enfin ? Mai ne pour la puissance, 
Je suis simple de cceur et vis dans I'innocence. 
Si j'ai, la fronde en main, veilld sur le bercail. 
Si j'ai devant I'dcueil pris place au gouvemail, 
J*ai dii me ddvouer pour la cause commune. 
Mais que n'ai-je vieilli dans mon humble fortune ! 



CROMWELL 9 

Que n*ai-je vu tomber les tyrans aux abois, 
A I'ombre de mon chaume et de mon petit bois ! 
H^las ! j'eusse aim^ mieux ces champs oil Ton respire, 
Le ciel m'en est temoin, que les soins de I'empire ; 
Et Cromwell eflt trouv^ plus de charme cent fois 
A garder ses moutons qu'k d^tr6ner des rois ! 

{Pleuraftt.) 
Que parle-t-on de sceptre ? Ah ! j'ai manqu^ ma vie. 
Ce morceau de clinquant n'a rien qui me convie. 
Ayez pitid de moi, frcJres, loin d'envier 
Votre vieux gdndral, votre vieil Olivier. 
Je sens mon bras faiblir, et ma fin est prochaine. 
Depuis assez longtemps suis-je pas h la chaine ? 
Je suis vieux, je suis las ; je demande merci. 
N'est-il pas temps qu'enfin je me repose aussi ? 
Chaque jour j'en appcUe h la bontd divine, V 

Et devant le Seigneur je frappe ma poitrine. ^ 

Que je veuille etre roi ! Si frcle et tant d'orgueil ! 
Ce projet, et j'en jure h^otd du cercueil, 
II m'est plus (Stranger, freres, que la lumi6re 
Du soleil h. I'cnfant dansle sein de sa m^re ! 
Loin ce nouveau pouvoir \ mes vaux pre'sentd ! 
Je n'en accepte rien, — rieii que Therdditd 

The subtlety and variety of power displayed in the treatment 
of the chief character should be evident alike to those who 
look only on the upright side of it and those who can see only 
its more oblique aspect. The jtromwell of Hugo is as far 
from the faultless monster of Carlyle's creation and adora- 
tion as from the all but unredeemed villain of royalist and 
Hibernian tradition : he is a great and terrible poetic figure, 
imbued throughout with active life and harmonized through- 
out by imaginative intuition : a patriot and a tyrant, a dissem- 
bler and a believer, a practical humourist and a national hero. 
The famous preface in which the batteries of pseudo- 
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classic tradition were stormed and shattered at a charge has 
itself long since become a classic. That the greatest poet 
was also the greatest prose- writer of his generation there could 
no longer be any doubt among men of any intelligence : but 
not even yet was more than half the greatness of his multi- 
tudinous force revealed. Two years later, at the age of 
twenty-seven, he published the superb and entrancing 
Orientales : the most musical and many-coloured volume of 
verse that ever had glorified the language. From Le Feu 
du Ciel to Sara la Baigneuse^ from the thunder-peals of 
exterminating judgment to the flute-notes of innocent girlish 
luxury in the sense of loveliness and life, the inexhaustible 
range of his triumph expands and culminates and extends. 
Shelley has left us no more exquisite and miraculous piece 
of lyrical craftsmanship than Les Djhins \ none perhaps so 
rich in variety of modulation, so perfect in rise and growth 
and relapse and reiterance of music 

Mors, ville, 
Et port, 
Asile 
De mort, 
Mer grise 
Ou brise 
La brise, 
Tout dort. 

Dans la plaine 
Nait un bruit. ' 
C*est rhaleine 
De la nuit. 
Elle brame 
Comme une ime 
Qu'une flamme 
Toujours suit. 
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Then the terrible music of the flight of evil spirits — *trou- 
peau lourd et rapide * — ^grows as it were note by note and 
minute by minute up to its full height of tempest, and 
again relapses and recedes into the subsiding whisper of the 
corresponsive close. 

Ce bruit vague 
Qui s'endort, 
Cast la vague 
Sur le bord ; 
C'est la plainte 
Presque eteinte 
D'une sainte 
Pour un mort. 

I 

On doute 

La nuit . . . 

J'dcoute : — 

Tout fuit, 

Tout passe ; 

L'espace . 

Efface 

Le bruit. 

And here, like Shelley, was Hugo already the poet of 
freedom, a champion of the sacred right and the holy duty 
of resistance. The husk of a royalist education, the crust oif 
reactionary misconceptions, had already begun to drop off : 
not yet a pure republican, he was now ripe to receive and 
to understand the doctrine of human right, the conception 
of the common weal, as distinguished from imaginary duties 
and opposed to hereditary claims. 

The twenty-eighth year of his life, which was illuminated 
by the issue of these passionate and radiant poems, witnessed 
also the opening of his generous and lifelong campaign or 
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cnisade against the principle of capital punishment With 
all po^ible reverence and all possible reluctance, but re-- 
membering that without perfect straightforwardness and 
absolute sincerity I should be even unworthier than I am to 
speak of Victor Hugo at all, I must say that his reasoning on 
this subject seems to me insv^cient and inconclusive : that 
his own radical principle, X\v, absolute inviolability of human 
life, the absolute sinfulness of retributive bloodshedding, if 
not utterly illogical and untenable, is tenable or logical only 
on the ground assumed by those quaintest though not least 
pathetic among fanatics and heroes, the early disciples of 
George Fox. If a man tells you that supernatural revelation 
has forbidden him to take another man's life utider all and 
any circumstances, he is above or beyond refutation : if he 
says that self-defence is justifiable, and that righteous war- 
fare is a patriotic duty, but that to exact from the very 
worst of murderers, a parricide or a poisoner, a PhiHp the 
Second or a Napoleon the Third, the payment of a life for a 
life — or even of one infamous existence for whole hecatombs 
of innocent lives— is an offence against civilization and a 
sin against humanity, I am not merely unable to accept but 
incompetent to understand his argument We may most 
heartily agree with him that France is degraded by the 
guillotine, and that England is disgraced by the gallows, and 
yet our abhorrence of these barbarous and nauseous bru- 
talities may not preclude us from feeling that a dealer (for 
example) in professional infanticide by starvation might very 
properly be subjected to vivisection without anaesthetics, and 
that all manly and womanly minds not distorted or distracted 
by prepossessions or assumptions might rationally and laud- 
ably rejoice in the prospect of this legal and equitable 
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process. * The senseless old law of retaliation ' {la vicille et 
inepte lot du talion) is inept or senseless only whe'n the 
application of it is false to the principle : when justice in 
theory becomes unjust in practice. Another stale old 
principle or proverb — * abusus non toUit usum * — suffices to 
confute some of the arguments — I am very far from saying, 
all— adduced or alleged by the ardent eloquence of Victor 
Hugo in his admirable masterpiece of temble and pathetic 
invention, Le dernier jour d*un condamne^ and subsequently 
in the impressive little history of Claude Gueux^ in the 
famous speech on behalf of Charles Hugo when impeached 
on a charge of insult to the laws in an article on the punish- 
ment of death, and in the fervent eloquence of his appeal on 
the case of a criminal executed in Guernsey, and of his pro 
test addressed to Lord Palmerston against the horrible 
result of its rejection. That certain surviving methods of 
execution are execrable scandals to the country which main- 
tains them, he has proved beyond all humane or reasonable 
question ; and that all murderers are not alike inexcusable is 
no less indisputable a proposition : but bc7ond these two 
points the most earnest and exuberant advocacy can advance 
nothing likely to convince any but those already converted 
to the principle that human life must never be taken in 
punishment of crime — that there are not criminals whose 
existence insults humanity, and cries aloud on justice for 
mercy's very sake to cut it off. 

The next year (1830) is famous for ever beyond all others 
in the history of French literature : it was the year oiHernani^ 
the date of liberation and transfiguration for the tragic stage 
of France. The battle which raged round the first acted 
play of Hugo's and the triumph which crowned the struggles 
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of its champions, are not these things written in too many 
chronicles to be for the thousandth time related here ? And 
of its dramatic and poetic quality what praise could be uttered 
that must not before this have been repeated at least some 
myriads of times ? But if there be any mortal to whom the 
heroic scene of the portraits, the majestic and august mono- 
logue of Charles the P'ifth at the tomb of Charles the Great, 
the terrible beauty, the vivid pathos, the bitter sweetness of 
the close, convey no sense of genius and utter no message 
of delight, we can only say that it would simply be natural, 
consistent, and proper for such a critic to recognize in 
Shakespeare a barbarian, and a Philistine in Milton. 

Nevertheless, if we are to obey the perhaps rather 
childish impulse of preference and selection among the 
highest works of the highest among poets, I will avow that 
to my personal instinct or apprehension Marion de Lorme 
seems a yet more peiiect and pathetic masterpiece than 
even Hernani itself. The always generous and loyal Dumas 
placed it at the very head of his friend's dramatic works. 
Written, as most readers (I presume) will remember, before 
its predecessor on the stage, it was prohibited on the in- 
sanely fatuous pretext that the presentation of King Louis 
the Thirteenth was an indirect affront to the majesty of King 
Charles the Tenth. After that luckless dotard had been 
driven off his throne, it was at once proposed to produce 
the hitherto interdicted play before an audience yet palpi- 
tating with the thrill of revolution and resentment. But 
the chivalrous loyalty of Victor Hugo refused to accept a 
facile and factitious triumph at the expense of an exiled old 
man, over the ruins of a shattered old cause. The play 
was not permitted by its author to enter till the spring of 



1831 IS 

the following year on its inevitable course of glory. It is a 
curious and memorable fact that the most tender-hearted of 
all great poets had originally made the hero of this tragedy 
leave the heroine unforgiven for the momentary and reluc- 
tant relapse into shame by which she had endeavoured to 
repurchase his forfeited life ; and that Prosper M^rim^e 
should have been the first, Marie Dorval the second, to re- 
claim a little mercj' for the penitent. It is to their pleading 
that we owe the sublitnc pathos of the final parting between 
Marion and Didier. 

In one point it seems to me that this immortal master- 
piece may perhaps be reasonably placed, mi\i Le Roi s^amuse 
and Rny Blas^ in triune supremacy at the head of Victor 
Hugo's plays. The wide range of poetic abilities, the har- 
monious variety of congregated powers, displayed in these 
three great tragedies through almost infinite variations of 
terror and pity and humouiwand sublime surprise, will seem 
to some readers, whose reverence is no less grateful for 
other gifts of the same great hand, unequalled at least till 
the advent in. his eighty-first year of Torqucmada, 

Victor Hugo was not yet thirty when all these triumphs 
lay behind him. In the twenty-ninth year of a life which 
would seem fabulous and incredible in the record of its 
achievements if divided by lapse of time from all possible/ 
proof of its possibility by the attestation of dates and facts, 
he published in February Notre-Dame dt Paris^ in Novem- 
ber Les Feuilles d'Automne : that the two dreariest months 
of the year might not only * smell April and May,* but out- 
shine July and August. The greatest of all tragic romances! 
has a Grecian perfection of structure, with a Gothic inten-J 
sity of pathos. To attempt the praise of such a worn 
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would be only less idle than to refuse it Terror and pity, 
with eternal fate for key-note to the strain of story, never 
struck deeper to men's hearts through more faultless evo- 
lution of combining circumstance on the tragic stage of 
Athens. Louis the Eleventh has been painted by many 
famous hands, but Hugo's presentation of him, as compared 
for example with Scott's, is as a portrait by Velasquez to a 
portrait by Vandyke. The style was a new revelation of 
the supreme capacities of human speech : the touch of it 
on any subject of description or of passion is as the touch 
of the sun for penetrating irradiation and vivid evocation 
of life. 

From the Autumn Leaves to the Songs of the Twilighty 
'and again from the Inner Voices to the Sunbeams and 
' SIuidou% the continuous jet of lyric song through a space 
of ten fertile years was so rich in serene and various beauty 
that the one thing notable in a flying review of its radiant 
course is the general equality of loveliness in form and 
colour, which is relieved and heightened at intervals by 
some especial example of a beauty more profound or more 
sublime. The first volume of. the four, if I mistake not, 
won a more immediate and universal homage than the rest : 
its unsurpassed melody was so often the raiment of emotion 
which struck home to all hearts a sense of domestic tender- 
ness too pure and sweet and simple for perfect expression 
by any less absolute and omnipotent lord of style, that it is 
no wonder if in many mihds-r-many mothers' minds espe- 
cially — there should at once have. sprung up an all but 
ineradicable conviction that no subsequent verse must be 
allowed to equal or excel the volume which contained such 
■^flo.werlike jewels of song as the nineteenth and twentieth of 
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these unwithering and imperishable Leaves, But no, error 
possible to a rational creature could be more serious or 
more complete than the assumption of any inferiority xa, the 
volumie containing the two glorious poems addressed to 
Admiral Canaris, the friend (may I be forgiven the filial 
vanity or egotism which impels me to record it?) of the present 
writer's father in his youth ; the two first in date of Hugo's // 
finest satires, the lines that scourge a backbiter and the lines 
that brand a traitor (the resonant and radiant indignation of \ 
the latter stands unsurpassed in the very Chatiments them- ' 
selves) ; the two most enchanting aubades or songs of sun- * 
rise that ever had outsung the birds and outsweetened the 
flowers of the dawn ; cUid — for here I can cite no more — 
the closing tribute of lines more bright than the lilies whose 
name they bear, offered by a husband's love at the sweet 
still shrine of motherhood and wifehood. The first two 
stanzas of the second aubade are all that can here be quoted. 

L'aurore s'allume, 
L'ombre cpaisse fuit ; 
Le rove et la brume 
Vont ou va la nuit ; 
* Paupi^res et roses 

S'ouvrent demi-closes ; 
Du rt^vcil dcs choses 
• On entend le bruit. 

Tout cbantc ct murmure, 
Tout parle ^ la fois, 
Fumde et verdure, 
Les nids et les toits ; 
Le vent parle aux chines, 
L'eau parle aux fontaincs ; 
routes les haleines 
Devienftent des voix. 
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And in each of the two succeeding volumes there is, 
among all their other things of price, a lyric which may even 
yet be ranked with the highest subsequent work of its author 
for purity of perfection, for height and fullness of note, for 
music and movement and informing spirit of life. We 
ought to have in English, but I fear — or rather I am only 
too sure — we have not, a song, in which the sound of the sea 
is rendered as in that translation of the trumpet-blast of the 
night-wind, with all its wails and pauses and fluctuations and 
returns, done for once into human speech and interpreted 
into spiritual sense for ever. For instinctive mastery of its 
means and absolute attainment of its end, for majesty of 
living music and fidelity of sensitive imagination, there is 
no lyric poem in any language more wonderful or more 
delightful. 

UNE NUIT QU'ON' ENTENDAIT LA MER 
SANS LA VOIR. 



\ 



Quels sent ces bruits sourds ? 
Ecoutez vers I'onde 
Cette voix profonde 
Qui pleure toujours 
Et qui toujours gronde, 
Quoiqu'un son plus clair 
Parfois rinterrompe . . .— 
Le vent de la mer 
Souffle dans sa trompe. 

Comme il pleut ce soir ! 
N'est-ce pas, mon hote ? 
Lh-bas, k la c6te, 
Le ciel est bien noir, 
La mer est bien haute ! 
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On dirait I'hiver ; 
Parfois on s'y trompe . . .— 
Le vent de la mer 
Souffle dans sa tron^pe. 

Oh ! marins perdus ! 
Au loin, dans cette ombre, 
Sur la nef qui sombre, ' 
Que de bras tendus 
Vers la terre sombre ! 
Pas d'ancre de fer 
Que le flot ne rompe. — 
Le vent de la mer 
Souffle dans sa trompe 

Nochers imprudents ! 
Le vent dans la voile 
Ddchire la toile 
Comme avec les dents ! 
L2l-haut pas d'dtoile ! 
Uun lutte avec I'air, 
L'autre est k la pompe.— - 
Le vent de la mer 
Souffle dans sa trompe. 

Cest toi, c'est ton feu 
Oue le nocher reve, 
Quand le flot s'dl^ve, 
Chandelier que Dieu 
Pose sur la griive, 
Phare au rouge Eclair 
Que la brume estompc !— 
Le vent de la mer 
Souffle dans sa trompe. 

A yet sweeter and sadder and more magical sea-song 
there was yet to come years after — but only from the lips of 
an exile. Of the ballad — so to call it, if any term of defini- 

c 2 
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tion may suffice — which stands out as a crowning splendour 
among Les Rayons et les Ombres^ not even Hugo's own elo* 
quence, had it been the work (which is impossible) of any 
other great poet in all time, could have said anything ade- 
quate at all Not even Coleridge and Shelley, the sole twin 
sovereigns of English lyric poetry, could have produced this 
little piece of lyric work by combination and by fusion of 
their gifts. The pathetic truthfulness and the simple man- 
fulness of the mountain shepherd's distraction and devotion 
might have been given in ruder phrase and tentative render- 
ing by the nameless ballad-makers of the border : but here 
is a poem which unites something of the charm of Clerk 
Saunders an^ The Wife of Usher^s Well with something of 
the magic of Christabel and the Ode to the West Wind: 
a thing, no doubt, impossible ; but none the less obviously 
accomplished. ' 

. * In the winter of the year which in spring had seen Les Rayons et 
les Ombres come forth to kindle and refresh the hearts of readers, Victor 
Hugo published an ode in the same key as those To the Column and 
To the Arch of Triumph ^ on the return and reinterment of the dead 
Napoleon. Full of noble feeling and sonorous eloquence, the place of 
this poem in any collection of its author's works is distinctly and un- 
mistakably marked out by every quality it has and by every quality it 
wants. In style and in sentiment, in opinion and in rhythm, it is one 
with the national and political poems which had already been published 
by the author since the date of his Orientates : in other words, it is in 
every possible point utterly and absolutely unlike the poems long after- 
wards to be written by the author in exile. Its old place, therefore, 
in all former editions, at the end of the volume containing the poems 
previously published in the same year, is obviously the only right one, 
and rationally the only one possible. By what inexplicable and incon- 
ceivable caprice it has been promoted to a place, in the so-called idition 
definitive^ on the mighty roll of the Ui^ende des Sihtes^ at the head of 
the fourth volume of that crowning work of modern times, I am hopelessly 
and helplessly at a loss to conjecture. But, at all risk of impeachment on 
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The lyric work of these years would have been enough 
for the energy of another man, for the glory of another 
poet ; it was but a part, it was (I had wellnigh said) the 
lesser part, of its author's labours — if labour be not an im- 
proper term for the successive or simultaneous expressions 
or effusions of his indefatigable spirit. The year after Notre- 
Dame de Paris and Les Feuilles d'Automne appeared one of 
the great crowning tragedies of all time, Le Roi iamuse. 
As the key-note of Marion de Lorme had been redemption 
by expiation, so the key-note of this play is expiation by re- 
tribution. The simplicity, originality, and straightforward- 
ness of the terrible means through which this austere con- 
ception is worked out would give moral and dramatic value 
to a work less rich in the tenderest and sublimest poetry, less 
imbued with the purest fire of pathetic passion. After the 
magnificent plear'.ing of the Marquis de Nangis in the pre- 
ceding play, it must have seemed impossible that the poet 
should without a touch of repetition or reiterance be able 
again to confront a young king with an old servant, pour 
forth again the denunciation and appeal of a breaking heart, 
clothe again the haughtiness of honour, the loyalty of grief, 
the sanctity of indignation, in words that shine like lightning 
and verses that thunder like the sea. But the veteran inter- 
ceding for a nephew's life is a less tragic figure than he who 
comes to ask account for a daughter's honour. Hugo never 
merely repeats hiniself: his miraculous fertility and force 
of utterance were not more indefatigable and inexhaustible 

a charge of unbecoming presumption, I must and do here enter my most 
earnest and strenuous protest against the claim of an edition to be in 
any sense fmal and unalterable, which rejects from among the ChdH* 
ments the poem on the death of Saint-Arnaud and admits into the 
LigemU des Si>cUs the poem on the reinterment of Napoleon. 
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than the fountains of thought and emotion which fed that 
eloquence with fire. 

In the seventh scene of the fourth act of Marion de 
lunmuy an old warrior of the days of Henri Quatre comes 
to plead with the son of his old comrade in arms for the life 
of his heir, condemned to death as a duellist by the edict 
of Richelieu. 

Le Marquis de Nancis {se relevant), 

Je dis qu*il est bien temps que vous y songiez, sire ; 
Que le cardinal-due a de sombres projets, 
Et qu'il boit le meilleur du sang de vos sujets. 
Votre p^re Henri, de memoire royale, 
N'e&t pas ainsi livrd sa noblesse loyale ; 
II ne la frappait point sans y fort regarder ; 
Et, bien gardd par elle, il la savait garden 
II savait qu'on peut faire avec des gens d'dpdes 
Quelque chose de mieux que des tctcs coupdes ; 
Quails sont bons \ la guerre. II ne I'ignorait point, 
Lui dont plus d'une balle a troud le pourpoint. 
Cc temps dtait le bon. J 'en fus, et je Phonore. 
Un peu de seigneqrie y palpitait encore. 
Jamais h des seigneurs un prctre n'eut touchd. 
On n*avait point alors de tcte h bon marchd. 
Sire ! en des jours niauvais comme ceux ou nous sommes, 
Croyez un vieux, gardez un peu de gentilshommes. 
Vous en aurez besoin peut-6tre Jl votre tour. 
Hdas ! vous gdmirez peut-etre quelque jour 
Que la place de Gr^ve ait ctd si fctde, 
Et que tant de seigneurs de bravoure indomptde, 
Vers qui se toumeront vos regrets envieux, 
Soient morts depuis longtemps qui ne seraient pas vieux ! 
. Car nous sommes tout chauds de la guerre civile, 
Et le tocsin d'hier gronde encor dans la ville. 
Soyez plus mdnager des peines du bourreau. 
Cest lui qui doit garder son estoc au fourreau. 
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Non pas vous. D'^chafauds montrez*vous ^onome. 

Craignez d'avoir un jour k pleurer tel brave homme, 

Tel vaillant de grand coeur, dont, k Theure qu'il est, 

Le squelette blanchit aux chaines d'un gibet ! 

Sire ! le sang n'est pas une bonne rosde ; 

NuUe moisson ne vicnt sur la Gr6ve arros^e, 

Et le peuple des rois dvite le balcon, 

Quand aux d^pens du Louvre on peuple Montfaucon. 

Meurent les courtisans, s'il faut que leur voix aille 

Vous amuser, pendant que le bourreau travaille ! 

Cette voix des flatteurs qui dit que tout est bon, 

Qu'apr^s tout on est fils d'Henri Quatre, et Bourbon, 

Si haute qu'elle soit, ne couvre pas sans peine 

Le bruit sourd qu'en tombant fait une.tete humaine. 

Je vous en donne avis, ne jouez pas ce jeu, 

Roi, qui serez un jour face h face avec Dieu. 

Done, je vous dis, avant que rien ne s'accomplissc, 

Qu'k tout prendre il vaut mieux un combat qu'un supplice, 

Que ce n*est pas la joie et Thonneur des ^tats 

De voir plus de besogne aux bourreadx qu'aux soldats, 

Que c'est un pasteur dur pour la France oil vous ^tes 

Qu'un pretre qui se paye une dime de tetes, 

Et que cet homme illustre entre les inhumains 

Qui touche h. votre sceptre — a du sang h ses mains ! 

In the fifth scene of the first act of Le Roi s^amuse^ an 
old nobleman whose life, forfeit on a cbarge of friendship or 
relationship with rebels, has been repurchased by his daughter 
from the king at the price of her honour, is insulted by the 
king's jester when he comes to speak with the king, and 
speaks thus, without a glance at the jester. 

Une insulte de plus !~Vous, sire, dcoutez-moi, 
Comme vous le devez, puisque vous etes roi ! 
Vous m'avez fait un jour mener pieds nus en Gr^ve ; 
Lk, vous m'avez fait grdce, ainsi que dans un r6ve, 
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£t je vous ai bdni, ne sachant en effet 

Ce qu'un roi cache au fond d'une grAce qu'il fait* 

Or, vous aviez cachd ma honte dans la mienne.— » 

Oui, sire, sans respect pour une race ancicnne, 

Pour le sang de Poitiers, noble depuis mille ans, 

Tandis que, revenant de la Gr5ve \ pas lents, 

Je priais dans mon cocur le Dieu de la victoire 

Qu*il vous donnit mes jours de vie en jours de gloire, 

Vous, Francois de Valois, le soir du m6me jour. 

Sans crainte, sans pitid, sans pudeur, sans amour, 

Dans votre lit, tombeau de la vertu dcs femmes, 

Vous avez froidement, sous vos baisers infdmes, 

Temi, fletri, souilld, ddshonord, biisd 

Diane de Poitiers, comtcsse de Brdzc I 

Quoi I lorsque j'attcndais I'arrct qui me condamne, 

Tu courais done au Louvre, 6 ma chaste Diane ! 

Et lui, ce roi sacrd chevalier par Bayard, 

Jeune homme auquel il faut des plaisirs de vieillard. 

Pour quelques jours de plus dont Dieu seul sait le compte, 

Ton pcre sous ses pieds, te marchandait ta honte, 

Et cet affreux trdteau, chose horrible k penser ! 

Qu'un matin le bourreau vint en Gr6ve dresser, 

Avant la fin du jour devait etre, 6 mis^re ! 

Ou le lit de la fille, ou I'dchafaud du p^re ! 

O Dieu ! qui nous jugez, qu'avez-vous dit Ik-haut, 

Quand vos regards ont vu, sur ce meme dchafaud, 

Se vautrer, triste et louche, et sanglante et souillde. 

La luxure royale en cldmence habillde ? 

Sire ! en faisant cela, vous avez mal agi. 

Que du sang d'un vieillard le pavd fiit rougi, 

C'dtait bien. Ce vieillard, peut-ctre respectable, 

Le mdritait, dtant de ceux du connctable. 

Mais que pour le vieillard vous ayez pris I'enfant, 

Que vous ayez broyd sous un pied triomphant 

La pauvre femme en pleurs, h. s'efifrayer trop prompte, 

Cest une chose impie, et dont vous rendrez compte ! 

Vous avez ddpassd votre droit d'un grand pas. 

Le p^re dtait k vous, mais la fille non pas. 
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Ah ! vous m'avez fait grdcc !^Ah! vous nommez la chose 

Unc grdce ! et je suis un ingrat, je suppose ! 

— Sire, au lieu d'abuser ma fille, bien plut6t 

Que n'^tes-vous venu vous-meme en mon cachot ! 

Je vous aurais crid : — Faites-moi mourir ! gr^ce ! 

Oh ! grdce pour ma fille, et grdce pour ma race ! 

Oh ! faites-moi mourir ! la tombe, et non Paffront ! 

Pas de tcte plutot qu'une souillure au front ! - 

Oh ! monseigneur le roi, puisqu'ainsi I'on vous nomme, 

Croyez-vous qu'un chrt^tien, un comte, un gentilhomme, 

Soit moins d«5capit(5, rdpondez, mopseigneur, 

Ouand au lieu de la tcte il lui manque I'honneur ? 

— J'aurais dit ccla, sire, et le soir, dans I'dglise, 

Dans mon ccrcueil sanglant baisant ma bar.be grise, 

Ma Diane au citur pur, ma fille au front sacrd, 

Honorde, cut pric pour son p5re honord ! 

— Sire, je ne viens pas redemander ma fille. 

Quand on n'a plus d'honneur, on n'a plus de famille. 

Qu'elle vous ainie ou non d'un amour insensd, 

Je n'ai rien k reprendre ou la honte a passd. 

Gardcz-la. — Sculement je me suis mis en tcte 

De venir vous troubler ainsi dans chaque fete, 

Et jusqu'a ce qu'un pcre, un frcre, ou quelque dpoux, 

— La chose arrivera, — nous ail vengds de vous, 

PAle, i\ tous vos banquets, je reviendrai vous dire : 

— Vous avez mal agi, vous avezmal fait, sire ! — 

Et vous m'ccoutcrez, ct votre front terni 

Ne se rclcvera que quand j'aurai fini. 

Vous voudrez, pour forcer ma vengeance h se taire, 

Me rendre au bourreau^ Non. Vous ne I'oserez faire, 

De peur que ce ne soit mon spectre qui demain 

{Montrant sa tcte) 
Revienne vous parler, — cette tcte \ la main ! 

Marion de Lorme had been prohibited by Charles the 
Tenth for an imaginary reflection on Charles the Tenth ; 
Le Roi s^amuse was prohibited by Louis.-Philippe the First 
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— and Last^for an imaginary reflection on Citizen Philippe 
Egalit^. Victor Hugo vindicated his meaning and re- 
claimed his rights in a most eloquent, most manly, and 
most unanswerable speech before a tribunal which durst 
not and could not but refuse him justice. Early in the 
following year he brought out the first of his three tragedies 
in prose — in a prose which even the most loyal lovers of 
poetry, Th^ophile Gautier at their head, acknowledged on 
trial to be as good as verse. And assuredly it would be, if 
any prose ever could : which yet I must confess that I for 
one can never really feel to be possible. Lucrcce Borgia^ 
the first-bom of these three, is also the most perfect in struc- 
ture as well as the most 'sublime in subject. The plots of all 
three are equally pure inventions of tragic fancy : Gennaro 
and Fabiano, the heroic son of the Borgia and the caitiff 

r 

lover of the Tudor, arc of course as utterly unknown to his- 
tory as is the self-devotion of the actress Tisbe. It is more 
important to remark and more useful to remember that the 
mastery of terror and pity, the command of all passions and 
all powers that may subserve the purpose of tragedy, is 
equally triumphant and infallible in them all. Lucrece Bor^ 
gia and Marit Tudor appeared respectively in P'ebruary and 
in November of the year 1833 ; AngeiOy two years later ; 
and the year after this the exquisite and melodious libretto 
of La EsmeraidOy which should be carefully and lovingly 
studied by all who would appreciate the all but superhuman 
versatility and de^cterity of metrical accomplishment which 
would have sufficed to make a lesser poet famous among his 
L' peers for ever, but may almost escape notice in the splen- 

dour of Victor Hugo's other and sublimer qualities. In his 
thirty-seventh year all these blazed out once more together 
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in the tragedy sometimes apparently rated as his master- work 
by judges whose verdict would on any such question be 
worthy at least of all considerate respect No one that I 
know of has ever been absurd enough to make identity in 
tone of thought or feeling, in quality of spirit or of style, the 
ground for a comparison of Hugo with Shakespeare : they 
are of course as widely different as are their respective 
^countries and their respective times: but never since the 
death of Shakespeare had there been so perfect and har- 
monious a fusion of the highest comedy with the deep)est 
• tragedy as in the ^\q many-voiced and many-coloured acts 
oiRuyBlas, 

At the age ot forty Victor Hugo gave to the stage which 
for thirteen years fiad been glorified by his genius the last 
work he was ever to wTite for it. There may perhaps be 
other readers besides myself who take even more delight in 
Les Burgraves than in some of the preceding plays which 
had been more regular in action, more plausible in story, 
less open to the magnificent reproach of being too good for 
the stage — as the Hamlet which came finally from the re- 
casting hand of Shakespeare was found to be, in the judg- 
ment even of Shakespeare's fellows ; too rich in lyric beauty, 
too superb in epic state. The previous year had seen the 
publication of the marvellously eloquent, copious, and vivid 
letters which gave to the world the impressions received by 
its greatest poet in a tour on the Rhine made five years 
earlier — that is, in the year of Ruy Bias. In this book, as 
Gautier at once obser\ed, the inspiration of Les Burgraves 
is evidently and easily traceable. Among numberless master- 
pieces of description, from which I have barely time to select 
for mention the view of Bishop Hatto's tower by the appro- 
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priately Dantesque light of a furnace at midnight — not as 
better than others, but as an example of the magic by which 
the vrriter imbues and impregnates observation and recollec* 
tion with feeling and with fancy — the most enchanting legend 
of enchantment ever written for children of all ages, sweet 
and strange enough to have grown up among the fairy 
tales of the past whose only known authors are the winds 
and suns of their various climates, lurks like a flower in a 
crevice of a crumbling fortress. The entrancing and haunt- 
ing beauty of R^gina's words as she watches the departing 
swallows — words which it may seem that any one might 
have said, but to which none other could have given the 
accent and the effect that Hugo has thrown into the simple 
sound of them — was as surely derived, we cannot but think, 
from some such milder and brighter vision of the remem- 
bered Rhineland solitudes, as were the sublime and all but 
-^schylean imprecations of Guanhumara from the impression 
of their darker and more savage memories or landscapes. 

Otbert (//// montrant lafeneire), 
Voyez ce beau soleil ! 

RivGINA. 

Qui, le couchant s'enflamme. 
Nous sommes en automne et nous sommes au soir. 
Partout la feuille tombe et le bois devient noir. 

Otbert. 
Les feuilles renaitront. 

R^GINA. 

Oui. 
(Rc'vant et regardant le ciet) ■ 

Vite! Jl tirc-d'ailes !— 
— Oh 1 dest tristc de voir s^enfuir les hirondelles ! — 
EUes s*en vont 1^-bas, vers le midi dord 
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Otbert. 
Elles reviendront. 

RiciNA. 

Oui. — Mais moi jc ne vcrrai 
Ni Toiseau revenir ni la feuille renattre ! 

Two years before the appearance of Ias Burgraves 
Victor Hugo had begun his long and glorious career as an 
orator by a speech of characteristically generous enthusiasm, 
delivered on his reception into the Academy. The forgotten 
play\vright and versifier whom he succeeded had been a 
professional if not a personal enemy : the one memorable 
thing about the man was his high-minded opposition to the 
tyranny of Napoleon, his own personal friend before the 
epoch of that tyranny began : and this was the point at once 
seized and dwelt on by the orator in a tone of earnest and 
cordial respect. The fiery and rapturous eloquence with 
which at the same time he celebrated the martial triumphs 
of the empire gave ample proof that he was now, as his 
father had prophesied that his mother's royalist boy would 
become when he grew to be a man, a convert to the views 
of that father, a distinguished though ill-requited soldier of 
the empire, and a faithful champion or mourner of its cause. 
The stage of Napoleonic hero-worship, single-minded and 
single-eyed if short-sighted and misdirected, through which 
Victor Hugo was still passing on towards the unseen prospect 
of a better faith, had been vividly illustrated and vehemently 
proclaimed in his letters on the Rhine, and was hereafter to 
be described with a fepvent and pathetic fidelity in a famous 
chapter of Les Miscrables, The same phase of patriotic 
prepossession inspired his no less generous tribute to the 
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not very radiant memory of Casimir Delavigne, to whom he 
paid likewise the last and crowning honour of a funeral 
oration : an honour afterwards conferred on Fr^^ric Souli^, 
and far more deservedly bestowed on Honors de Balzac. 
More generous his first political speech in the chamber of 
peers could noi be, but there was more of reason and justice 
in its fruitless appeal for more than barren sympathy, for a 
moral though not material intervention, on behalf of Poland 
in 1 846. His second speech as a peer is an edifying commen- 
tary on the vulgar English view of his character as defective 
in all the practical and rational qualities of a politician, a 
statesman, or a patriot The subject was the consolidation 
and defence of the French coast-line : a poet, of course, 
according to all reasonable tradition, if he ventured to open 
his unserviceable lips at all on such a grave matter of public 
business, ought to have remembered what was expected of 
him by the sagacity of blockheads, and carefully confined 
himself to the clouds, leaving facts to take care of themselves 
and proofs to hang floating in the air, while his vague and 
verbose declamation wandered at its own sweet will about 
and about the matter in hand, and never came close enough 
to grapple it. This, I regret to say, is exactly what the 
greatest poet of his age was inconsiderate enough to avoid, 
and most markedly to abstain from doing ; a course of con- 
duct which can only be attributed to his notorious and 
[deplorable love of paradox. His speech, though not want- 
ling in eloquence of a reserved and masculine order, was 
Wholly occupied with sedate and business-like exposition of 
tacts and suggestion of remedies, grounded on experience 
ind study of the question, and resulting in a proposal at 
Once scientific and direct for such research as might result 
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if possible in an arrest of the double danger with which the 
coast was threatened by the advance of the Adantic and 
the Channel to a gradual obstruction of the great harbours 
and by the withdrawal or subsidence of the Mediterranean 
from the sea-ports of the south ; finally, the orator urged - 
upon his audience as a crowning necessity the creation of 
fresh harbours of refuge in dangerous and neglected parts 
of the coast ; insisting, with a simple and serious energy 1 
somewhat unlike the imaginary tone of the typical or tra- 
ditional poet, on the plain fact that ninety-two ships had 
been lost on the same part of the coast within a space of 
seven years, which might have been saved by the existence 
of a harbour of refuge. To an Olympian or a Nephelo- 
coccygian intelligence such a paltry matter should have 
been even more indifferent than ihe claim of a family of 
exiles on the compassion of the country which had ex- 
pelled them. To my own more humble and homely under- 
standing it seems that there are not many more signifi. ' 
cant or memorable facts on record in the history of our 
age than this : that Victor Hugo was the advocate whose 
pleading brought back to France the banished race of j' 
which the future representative was for upwards of twenty ^ 
years to keep him in banishment from France. On the 
evening of the same day on which the house of peers 
had listened to his speech in behalf of the Bonaparte 
family, Louis- Philippe, having taken cognizance of it, ex- 
pressed his intention to authorize the return of the brood 
whose chief was hereafter to pick the pockets of his chil- 
dren. In the first fortnight of the following year the future 
author of the terrible Vision of Dante saluted in words full 
of noble and fervent reverence the apostle of Italian resur- 
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rection and Italian unity in the radiant figure of Pope Pius 
the Ninth. When the next month's revolution had flung 
' Louis-Philippe from his throne, Victor Hugo declined to 
ofifer himself to the electors as a candidate for a seat in the 
assembly about to undertake the charge of framing a consti- 
tution for the commonwealth ; but, if summoned by his 
fellow-citizens to take his share of this task, he expressed 
himself ready to discharge the duty so imposed on him with 
the disinterested self-devotion of which his whole future 
career was to give such continuous and such austere evi- 
dence. From the day on which sixty thousand voices sum- 
moned him to redeem this pledge, he never stinted nor 
slackened his efforts to fulfil the charge he had accepted in 
the closing words of a short, simple, and earnest address, in 
which he placed before his electors the contrasted likenesses '** 

of two different republics ; one, misnamed a commonweal, 
the rule of the red flag, of barbarism and blindness, com- 
munism and proscription and revenge ; the other a com- 
monwealth indeed, in which all rights should be respected 
and no duties evaded or ignored ; a government of justice 
and mercy, of practicable principles and equitable freedom, 
of no inic|uitous traditions and no Utopian aims. To esta- 
yish this kind of commonwealth and prevent the resur- 
ection of the other, Hugo, at the age of forty-six, professed 
himself ready to devote his life. The work of thirty-seven ^ 

years is now before all men's eyes for proof how well this 
promise has been kept. On dangerous questions of perverse 
or perverted socialism (June 20, 1848), on the freedom of 
the press, on the state of siege, its temporary necessity and 
its imminent abuse, on the encouragement of letters and 
the freedom of the stage, he spoke, in the course of a few 
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months, with what seems to my poor understanding the 
most admirable good sense and temperance, the most per- 
fect moderation and loyalty I venture to dwell upon this / 
division of Hugo's life and labours with as little wish of,' 
converting as I could have hope to convert that large j 
majority whose verdict has established as a law of nature the 
fact or the doctrine that * every poet is a fool * when he 
meddles with practical politics ; but not without a confi- 
dence grounded on no superficial study that the maintainers 
of this opinion, if they wish to cite in support of it the evi- 
dence supplied by Victor Hugo's political career, will do 
well to persevere in the course which I will do them the 
justice to admit that— as far as I know — they have always 
hitherto adopted ; in other words, to assume the universal 
assent of all persons worth mentioning to the accuracy of 
this previous assumption, and dismiss with a quiet smile or 
an open sneer the impossible notion that any one but some 
single imbecile or eccentric can pretend to take seriously 
what seems to them ridiculous, or to think that ridiculous 
which to their wiser minds commends itself as serious. 
This beaten road of assumption, this well-worn highway of 
assertion, is a safe as well as a simple line of travel : and the 
practical person who keeps to it can well afford to dispense 
with argument as palpably superfluous, and with evidence as 
obviously impertinent. Should he so far forget that great 
principle of precaution as to diverge from it into the modest 
and simple course of investigation and comparison of theory 
with fact and probability with proof, his task may be some- 
what harder, and its result somewhat less than satisfactory. 
I would not advise any but an honest and candid believer 
in the theory which identifies genius with idiocy — which at 

D 




34 A STUDY OF VICTOR HUGO 

all events would jiractically define one special form of genius 
as a note of generaTidiocy—to study the speeches (they are 
nine in number, including two brief and final replies to the 
personal attacks of one Montalembert, whose name used to 
be rather popular among a certain class of English journalists 
as that of a practical worshipper of their great god Compro- 
mise, and a professional enemy of all tyrannyjor villainy that 
was not serviceable and obsequious to his Church)— to study, 
J say, the speeches delivered by Victor Hugo in the Legisla 
tive Assembly during a space of exactly two years and eight 
days. The first of these speeches dealt with the question 
of what in England we call pauperism — with the possibility, 
the necessity, and the duty of its immediate relief and its 
ultimate removal : the second, with the infamous and inex- 
piable crime whi«:h diverted against the Roman republic an 
expedition sent out under the plea of protecting Rome 
against the atrocities of Austrian triumph. A double-faced 
and double-dealing law, which under the name or the mask 
of free education aimed at securing for clerical instruction a 
monopoly of public support and national encouragement, 
was exposed and denounced by Hugo in a speech which 
insisted no less earnestly and eloquently on the spiritual duty 
and the spiritual necessity of faith and hope than on the 
practical necessity and duty of vigilant resistance to priestly 
pretention, and vigilant exposure of ecclesiastical hypocrisy 
and reactionary intrigue. Against^* the ,dry guillotine * of 
imprisonment in a tropical climate added to transportation 
for political offences, the whole eloquence of a heart as great 
as his genius was poured forth in fervour of indignation and 
pity, of passion and reason combined. The next trick of 
the infamous game played by the conspirators against the 
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commonwealth, who were now beginning to show their hand, 
was the mutilation of the suffrage. To this again Victor -. 
Hugo opposed the same stea dfast fro nt of earnest and 
rational resistance ; and yetligain to thT^elongattack of 
the same political gang on the existing freedom jrf-the — | — 
press. A year and eight days elapsed before the delivery of 
'titmext and last great speech in the Assembly which he 
would fain have saved from the shame and ruin then hard 
at hand — the harvest of its own unprincipled infatuation. ' 
The fruit of conspiracy, long manured with fraud and false- 
hood and all the furtive impurities of intrigue, was now ripe 
even to rottenness, and ready to fall into the hands already 
sketched towards it — into the lips yet open to protest that 
no one — the accuser himself must know it — that no one was 
dreaming of a second French empire. All that reason and \ 
indignation, eloquence and argument, loyalty and sincerity ; 
could do to save the commonwealth from destruction and \ 
the country from disgrace, was done : how utterly in vain is ; 
matter of history — of one among the darkest pages in the 
roll of its criminal records. The voice of truth and honour 
was roared and hooted down by the faction whose tactics 
would have discredited a den of less dishonest and more , 
barefaced thieves ; the stroke of state was ready for striking ; ' 
and the orator's next address was the utterance of an exile. 

There are not, even in the whole work of Victor Hugo, 
many pages of deeper and more pathetii interest than those 
which explain to us * what exile is.* Each of the three pre- 
faces to the three volumes of his Actes et Paroles is rich in 
living eloquence, in splendid epigram and description, narra- 
tive and satire and study of men and things : but the second, ( 
it seems to me, would still be first in attraction, if it had no \ 

1) 2 
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other daim than this, that it contains the record of the death 
of Captain Harvey. No reverence for innocent and heroic 
suffering, no abhorrence of triumphant and execrable crime, 
can impede or interfere with our sense of the incalculable 
profit, the measureless addition to his glory and our gain, 
resulting from Victor Hugo's exile of n ineteen ^ eai:§_and nine 
months. Greater already than all other poets of his time 
togSlfier, these years were to make him greater than any but 
the very greatest of all time. His first task was of course 
the discharge of a direct and practical duty ; the record or 
registration of the events he had just witnessed, the infliction 
on the principal agent in them of the simple and immediate 
chastisement consisting in the delineation of his character 
and the recapitulation of his work. There would seem to 
be among modem Englishmen an impression— somewhat 
singular, it appears to me, in a race which professes to hold 
in special reverence a book so dependent for its arguments 
and its effects on a continuous appeal to conscience and 
emotion as the Bible — that the presence of passion, be it 
never so righteous, so rational, so inevitable by any one not 
ignoble or insane, implies the absence of reason ; that such 
indignation as inflamed the lips of Elijah with prophecy, 
and armed the hand of Jesus with a scourge, is a sign — 
except of course in Palestine of old — that tlie person affected 
by this kind of moral excitement must needs be a lunatic 
of the sentimental if not rather of the criminal type. The 
main facts recorded in the pages of NapoUon le Petit and 
LHistoire d'un Crime are simple, flagrant, palpable, indis- 
putable. The man who takes any other view of them than 
b expressed in these two books must be prepared to impugn 
and to confute the principle that perjury, robbery, and 
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murder are crimes. But, we are told, the perpetual vehe- 
mence of incessant imprecation, the stormy insistence of un- 
remitting obloquy, which accompanies every chapter, illu- 
minates every page, underlines every sentence of the narra- 
' tive, must needs impair the confidence of an impartial readier 
in the trustworthiness of a chronicle and a commentary 
written throughout as in characters of flaming fire. English- 
men are proud to prefer a more temperate, a more practical, , 
a more sedate form of political or controversial .eloquence. \ 
When I remember and consider certain examples of populaLr 
oratory and controversy now flagrant and flourishing among 
us, I am tempted to doubt the exact accuracy of this un- 
doubtedly plausible proposition: but, be that as it may, I must 
take leave to doubt yet more emphatically the implied conclu- 
sion that the best or the only good witness procurable on a 
question of right and wrong is one too impartial to feel enthu- 
siasm or indignation; that indifference alike to good and evil 
is the sign of perfect equity and trustworthiness in a judge of 
moral or political questions ; that a man who- has witnessed 
a deliberate massacre of unarmed men, women, and children, 
if he be indiscreet enough to describe his experience in any 
tone but that of a scientific or aesthetic serenity, forfeits the 
inherent right of a reasonable and an honourable man to 
command a respectful and attentive hearing from all honour- 
able and reasonable men. 

But, valuable and precious as all such readers will always 
hold these two books of immediate and implacable history, 
they will not, I presume, be rated among the more important 
labours of their author's literary life. No one who would 
know fully or would estimate aright the greatest genius bom 
into the world in our nineteenth century can afford to pass 
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them by with less than careful and sympathetic study : for 
trithout moral sympathy no care will enable a student to form 
any but a trivial and a frivolous judgment on writings which 
make their primary appeal to the conscience — to the moral 
instinct and the moral intelligence of the reader. They may 
perhaps not improperly be classed, for historic or biographic 
interest, with the Litterature et Philosophic niilees which had 
been given to the world in 1834. From the crudest im- 
pressions of the boy to the ripest convictions of the man, one 
common quality informs and harmonizes every stage of 
thought, every phase of feeling, every change of spiritual 
outlook, which has left its mark on the writings of which 
that collection is composed ; the quality of a pure, a perfect, 
an intense and burning sincerity. Apart from this personal 
interest which informs them all, two at least are indispen- 
sable to any serious and thorough study of Hugo's work : 
the fervent and reiterated intercession on behalf of the worse 
than neglected treasures of mediseval architecture then de- 
livered over for a prey to the claws of the destroyer and the 
paws of the restorer ; the superb essay on Mirabeau, which 
remains as a landmark or a tidemark in the history of his 
opinions and the development of his pow.ers. But the highest 
expression of these was not to be given in prose — not even 
in the prose of Victor Hugo. 

There is not, it seems to me, in all this marvellous life, 
to which wellnigh every year brought its additional aureole 
of glory, a point more important, a date more memorable, 
than the publication of the Chdtiments, Between the pro- 
logue Night and the epilogue Light the ninety-eight poems 
that roll and break and lighten and thunder like waves of a 
visible sea fulfil the choir of their crescent and refluent 
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harmonies with hardly less depth and change and strength 
of music, with no less living force and with no less passionate \ 
unity, than the waters on whose shores they were written. 
Two poems, the third and the sixth, in the first of the seven 
books into which the collection* is divided, may be taken as 
immediate and sufficient instances of the two different keys 
in which the entire book is written ; of the two styles, one 
bitterly and keenly realistic, keeping scornfully close to 
shameful fact — one higher in flight and wider in range of 
outlook, soaring strongly to the very summits of lyric pas- 
sion—which alternate in terrible and sublime antiphony 
throughout the living pages of this imperishable record. A 
second Juvenal might have drawn for us with not less of 
angry fidelity and superb disgust the ludicrous and loath- 
some inmates of the den infested by holy hirelings of the 
clerical press ; no Roman satirist could have sung, no Roman 
lyrist could have thundered, such a poem as that which has 
blasted for ever the name and the memory of the prostitute 
archbishop Sibour;* The poniard of the priest who struck 
him dead at the altar he had desecrated struck a blow less 
deep and deadly than had been dealt already on the rene- 
gade pander of a far more infamous assassin. The next 
poem is a notable and remarkable example of the fusion 
sometimes accomplished— or, if this be thought a phrase 
too strong for accuracy*, of the middle note sometimes 
touched, of the middle way sometimes taken — between the 
purely lyric and the purely satiric style or method. But it 
would be necessary to dwell on every poem, to pause at 
every page, if adequate justice were to be done to this or 
indeed to any of the volumes of verse published from this 
time forth by Victor Hugo. I will therefore, not without 
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serious diffidence, venture once more to indicate by selec- 
tion such poems as seem to me most especially notable 
) among the greatest even of these. In the first book, besides 
the three already mentioned, I take for examples the solemn 
utterance of indignant mourning addressed to the murdered 
dead of the fourth of December ; the ringing song in praise 
of art which ends in a note of noble menace ; the scornful 
song that follows it, with a burden so majestic in its varia- 
tions; the fearful and faithful 'map of Europe' in 1852, 
with its closing word of witness for prophetic hope and faith ; 
and the simple perfection of pathos in the song of the little 
forsaken birds and lambs and children. In the second book, 
the appeal * To the People,' with a threefold cry for burden, 
calling on the buried Lazarus to rise again in words that 
seem to reverberate from stanza to stanza like peal upon 
peal of living thunder, prolonged in steadfast cadence from 
height to height across the hollows of a range of mountains, 
is one of the most wonderful symphonies of tragic and 
:! triumphant verse that ever shook the hearts of its hearers 
i with rapture of rage and pity. The first and the two last 
stanzas seem to me absolutely unsurpassed and unsurpass- 
\ able for pathetic majesty of music. 

Partout pleurs, sanglots, oris fun^bres. 
Pourquoi dors-tu dans les tdn6bres ? 
V Je ne veux pas que tu sois mort. 

Pourquoi dors-tu dans les tdn^bres I 
Ce n'est pas Tinstant ou Ton dort. 
La p4Ie Libertd git sanglante ^ ta porte. 
Tu le sais, toi mort, elle est morte. 
Voici le chacal sur ton seuil, 
Voici les rats et les belettes, 
Pourquoi t'es-tu laissd lier de bandelettes ? 
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lis te mordent dans ton cerceuil ! 
De tous les peuples on prepare 

Le convoi . . . — 
Lazare ! Lazare ! Lazare ! 

L6ve-toi ! 



lis bdtissent des prisons neuves ; 

O dormeur sombre, entends les fleuves 

Murmurer, teints de sang vermeil ; 

Entends pleurer les pauvres veuves, 
, O noir dormeur au dur sommeil ! 
Martyrs, adieu ! le vent souffle, les pontons flottent, 

Les m^res au front gris sanglotent ; 

Leurs fils sont en proie aux vainqueurs ; 

Elles gemissent sur la route ; 
Les pleurs qui de leurs yeux s'dchappent goutte k gou^e 

Filtrent en haine dans nos coeurs. 

Les juifs triomphent, groupe avare 
Et sans foi , . . — 

Lazare ! Lazare ! Lazare ! 
LC:ve-toi ! 

Mais, il scmble qu'on se rdveille ! 

Est-ce toi que j'ai dans I'oreille, 

Bourdonnement du sombre essaim ? 

Dans la ruche frc'mit I'abcille ; 

J'entends sourdre un vague tocsin. 
Les c^sars, oubliant qu'il est des gcmonies, 

S'endorment dans les symphonies, 

Du lac Baltique au mont Etna ; 

Les peuples sont dans la nuit noire ; 
Dormez, rois ; le clairon dit aux tyrans : victoice ! 

Et I'orgue leur chante : hosanna ! 

Qui rdpond h cette fanfare ? 
• Le beffroi . . . — 

Lazare ! Lazare ! Lazare ! 
L^ve-toi ! 



V 
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\ if ever a more superb structure of lyric verse was devised 
by the brain of man, it must have been, I am very certain, 
in a language utterly unknown to me. Every line, every 
pause, every note of it should be studied and restudied by 
those who would thoroughly understand the lyrical capacity 
of Hugo's at its very highest point of power, in the fullest 
sweetness of its strength. 

About the next poem — * Souvenir de la nuit du 4 * — 
others may try, if they please, to write, if they can ; I can 
only confess that I cannot. Nothing so intolerable in its 
pathos, I should think, was ever written. 

The stately melody of the stanzas in which the exile 
salutes in a tone of severe content the sorrows that environ 
and the comforts th^it sustain him, the island of his refuge, 
the sea-birds and the sea-rocks and the sea, closes aptly 
with yet another thought of the mothers weeping for their 
children. 



1 

i' 



Puisque le juste est dans Tabime, 
Puisqu'on donne le sceptre au crime, 
Puisque tous les droits sont trahis, 
Puisque les plus iiers restent mornes, 
Puisqu'on afHche au coin des homes 
Le d^shonneur de men pays ; 

O Rdpublique de nos p^res. 
Grand Pantheon plein de lumi^res. 
Dome d'or dans le iibre azur, 
Temple des ombres immortelles, ' 
Puisqu'on vient avec des dchelles 
CoUer I'empire sur ton mur ; 

Puisque toute dme est affaiblie ; 
Puisqu'on rampe ; puisqu'on oublie 
Le vrai, le pur, le grand, le beau. 
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Les yeux indignds de I'histoire, 

Uhonneur, la loi, le droit, la gloire, \ 

£t ceux qui sont dans le tombeau ; 

Je t*aime, exil ! douleur, je t'aime ! 
Tristesse, sols mon diad^me. 
Je t*aime, alti^re pauvret^ ! 
J'aime ma porte aux vents battue. 
J*aime le deuil, grave statue 
Qui vient s'asseoir \ mon c6t^. 

J'aime le malheur qui m'eprouve, , 

Et cette ombre ou je vous retrouve, 

O vous Ji qui mon coeur sourit, 

Dignitd, foi, vertu voilde, 

Toi, libert<5, fi^re exilde, 

Et toi, devoument, ^rand proscrit ! 

J'aime cette ile solitaire, 
Jersey, que la libre Angleterrc 
Couvre de son vieux pavilion, 
L*eau noire, par moments accrue, 
Le navire, errante charrue, 
Le flot, mystdrieux sillon. 

J'aime ta mouette, 6 mer profonde. 
Qui secoue en perles ton onde 
Sur son aile aux fauves couleurs, 
Plonge dans les lames gt^antes, 
Et sort de ces gueules bt^antes 
Comme I'llme sort des douleurs. 

J'aime la roche solennelle 
D'oii j'entends la plainte dtemelle, 
Sans treve comme le remords, 
Toujours renaissant dans les ombres, 
Des vagues sur les dcueils sombres, 
Des m^res sur leurs enfants morts. 

The close of the fourth poem in the third book is 4 
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nobler protest than ever has been uttered or ever can be 
uttered in prose against the servile sophism of a false demo- 
cracy which affirms or allows that a people has the divine 
right of voting itself into bondage. There is nothing grander 
in Juvenal, and nothing more true. 

Ce droit, sachez-le bien, chiens du berger Maupas, 
£t la France et le peuple eux-memes ne Pont pas. 
Ualti^re V^rit^ jamais ne tombe en cendre. 
La Libert^ n'est pas una guenille k vendre, 
Jet^e au tas, pendue au clou chez un fripier. 
Quand un peuple se laisse au pidge estropier, 
Le droit sacre, toujours k soi-mcme fiddle, 
Dans chaque citoyen trouve une citadelle ; 
On s'illustre en bravant un hlche conqu^rant, 
£t le moindre du peuple en devient le plus grand. 
Done, trouvez du bonheur, 6 plates creatures, 
A vivre dans la fangie et dans les pourritures, 
Adorez ce fumier sous ce dais de brocart, 
L'honnete homme recule et s'accoude \ I'dcart. 
Dans la chute d'autrui je ne veux pas descendre. 
L'honneur n'abdique point. Nul n'a droit de me prendre 
Ma liberty, mon bien, mon ciel bleu, mon amour. 
Tout Tunivers aveugle est sans droit sur le jour. 
FQt-on cent millions d'esclaves, je suis libre. 
Ainsi parle Caton. Sur la Seine ou le Tibre, 
Personne n'est tombd tant qu'un seul est debout 
Le vieux sang des aieux qui s'indigne et qui bout, 
La vertu, la fiertd, la justice, Thistoire, 
Toute une nation avec toute sa gloire 
Vit dans le dernier front qui ne veut pas plier. 
I Pour soutenir le temple il sufiit d'un pilier ; 
Un Fran^ais, c'est la France ; un Romain contient Rome, 
£t ce qui brise un peuple avorte aux pieds d'un homme. 

The sixth and seventh poems in this book are each a 
sui)erb example of its kind ; the verses on an interview 
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between Abd-el-Kader and Bonaparte are worthy of a place 
among the earlier OrientaUs for simplicity and fullness of 
effect in lyric tone and colour ; and satire could hardly g^ve 
a finer and completer little study than that of the worthy 
tradesman who for love of his own strong-box would give 
his vote for a very Phalaris to reign over him, and put up 
with the brazen bull for love of the golden calf : an epigram 
which sums up an epoch. The indignant poem oi foyeuse 
Vie^ with its terrible photographs of subterranean toil and 
want, is answered by the not less terrible though ringing and 
radiant song of Lempereur i amuse ; and this again by the 
four solemn stanzas in which a whole world of desolate 
suffering is condensed and realized. The verses of good 
counsel in which the imperial Macaire is admonished not to 
take himself too seriously, or trust in the duration of his fair 
and foul good fortune, are unsurpassed for concentration of 
contempt. The dialogue of the tyrannicide by the starlit 
sea with all visible and invisible things that impel or implore 
him to do justice is so splendid and thrilling in its keen and 
ardent brevity that we can hardly feel as though a sufficient 
answer were given to the instinctive reasoning which finds 
inarticulate utterance in the cry of the human conscience for 
retribution by a human hand, even when we read the two 
poems, at once composed and passionate in their austerity, 
which bid men leave God to deal with the supreme criminal 
of humanity. A Nighfs Lodgings the last poem of the fourth 
book, is perhaps the very finest and most perfect example 
of imaginative and tragic satire that exists : if this rank be 
due to a poem at once the most vivid in presentation, the most 
sublime in scorn, the most intense and absolute in condensed 
expression of abhorrence and in assured expression of belief. 
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But iR the fifth of these seven caskets of chiselled gold 
and tempered steel there is a pearl of greater price than in 
any of the four yet opened. The song dated from sea, 
which takes farewell of all good things and all gladness left 
behind — of house anTRome, of the flowers and the sky, of 
the betrothed bride with her maiden brow — the song which 
has in its burden /the heavy plashing sound of the wave 
following on the wave that swells and breaks against the 
bulwarks— the song of darkening waters and darkened lives 
has in it a magic, for my own ear at least, incomparable in 
the whole wide world of human song. Even to the greatest 
poets of all time such a godsend as this — such a breath of 
instant inspiration— <:an come but rarely and seem given as 
by miracle. * There is sorrow on the sea,* as the prophet 
said of old ; but when was there sorrow on sea or land 
which found such piercing and such perfect utterance as 

this? ^ 

/^ - 

Adieu, patrie ! 
Uonde est en furie. 
Adieu, patrie, 
Azur ! 

Adieu, maison, treille au fruit mur, 
Adieu, les ileurs d'or du vieux mur ! 

Adieu, patrie ! 
Ciel, foret, prairie ! 
Adieu, patrie, 
Azur ! 

Adieu, patrie ! 
Dpnde est en furie. 
\ Adieu, patrie, 

Azur ! 
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Adieu, fiancde au front pur, 
Le ciel est noir, le vent est dur. 

Adieu, patrie ! 
Lise, Anna, Marie ! 
Adieu, patrie, 
Azuf ! 

Adieu, patrie ! 
L'onde est en furie. 
Adieu, patrie, 
Azur ! 

Notre oeil, que voile un deuil fiitur, 
Va du flot sombre au sort obscur. 

Adieu, patrie ! 
Pour toi mon coeur prie. 
Adieu, patrie, 
Azur ! 

The next poem is addressed to a disappointed accomplice 
of the crime still triumphant and imperial in the eyes of his 
fellow-scoundrels, who seems to have shown signs of a desire 
to break away from them and a suspicion that even then the 
ship of empire was beginning to leak — though in fact it 
had still seventeen years of more or less radiant rascality to 
float through before it foundered in the ineffable ignominy 
of Sedan , Full of ringing and stinging eloquence, of keen 
and sonorous lines or lashes of accumulating scorn, this 
ix)em is especially noteworthy for its tribute to the murdered 1 
republic of Rome. Certain passages in certain earlier works 
of Hugo, in Cromwell for instance and in Marie Tudor^ 
had given rise to a natural and indeed inevitable suspicion 
of some prejudice or even antipathy on the wTiter's part 
which had not IcbS unavoidably aroused a feeling among 
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Italians that his disposition or tone of mind was anything 
but cordial or indeed amicable towards their country : a 
suspicion probably heightened, and a feeling probably 
sharpened, by his choice of such dramatic subjects from 
Italian history or tradition as the domestic eccentricities of 
the exceptional family of Borgia, and the inquisitorial mis- 
direction of the degenerate commonwealth of Venice. To 
the sense that Hugo was hardly less than an enemy and that 
Byron had been something more than a well-wisher to Italy 
I have always attributed the unquestionable and otherwise 
inexplicable fact that Mazzini should have preferred the 
pinchbeck and tinsel of Byron to the gold and ivory of 
Hugo. But it was impossible that the master poet of the 
world should not live to make amends, if indeed amends 
were needed, to the country of Mazzini and of Dante. 

If I have hardly time to mention the simple and vivid 
narrative of the martyrdom of Pauline Roland, I must pause 
at least to dwell for a moment on so famous and so great a 
poem as L Expiation ; but not to pronounce, or presume to 
endeavour to decide, which of its several pictures is the most 
powerful, which of its epic or lyric variations the most 
impressive and triumphant in effect. The huge historic 
pageant of ruin, from Moscow to Waterloo, from Waterloo 
to St. Helena, with the posthumous inter lude of apotheosis 
which the poet ha d^loudT 



just 



^nfl^^l^routuy c?eiei^ate( 
turned suddenly into tl 
nurderous mountebank, the tawdry triumph of 
buffoons besmeared with innocent blood, is so tremendous 
in its anticlimax that not the sublimest and most miraculous 
climax imaginable could make so tragic and sublime an im- 
pression so indelible from the mind. The slow agony of the 
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great army under the snow ; its rout and dissolution in the 
supreme hour of panic ; the slower agony, the more giadual 
dissolution, of the prisoner with a gaoler's eye intent on him 
to the last ; who can say which of these three is done into '' 
verse with most faultless and sovereign power of hand, most 
pathetic or terrific force and skill ? And the hideous judicial y 
dishonour of the crowning retribution after death, the parody w 
of his empire and the prostitution of his name, is so much 
more than tragic by reason of the very farce in it that out of 
ignominy itself and uttermost degradation the poet has 
made something more august in moral impression than all 
pageants of battle or of death. 

In the sixth book I can but rapidly remark the peculiar 
beauty and greatness of the lyric lines in which the sound of 
steady seas regularly breaking on the rocks at Rozel Tower 
is rendered with so solemn and severe an echo of majestic 
strength in sadness ; the verses addressed to the i^eople on 
its likeness and unlikeness to the sea ; the scornful and fiery 
appeal to the spirit of Juvenal ; . the perfect idyllic picture 
of spring, with all the fruitless exultation of its blossoms and 
its birds, made suddenly dark and dissonant by recollection 
of human crime and shame ; the heavenly hopefulness of 
comfort in the message of the morning star, conveyed into 
colours of speech and translated into cadences of sound 
which no painter or musician could achieve. 



Je m'etais endormi la nuit pr^s de la gr^ve. 
Un vent frais m'eveilla, je sortis de men reve, 
J'ouvris les yeux, je vis I'titoile du matin. 
Elle rcbplendissait au fond du ciel lointain 
Dans une blancheur moUe, infinie et charmante. 
Aquilon s'enfuyait emportant la tourmente. 
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L'astre ^clatant changeait la nu^e en duvet. 
C^tait une clart^ qui pensait, qui vivait ; 
EUe apaisait I'^cueil ou la vague ddferle ; 
On croyait voir une &me k travers une perle. 
11 faisait nuit encor, Tombre r^gnait en vain, 
Le del s'illuminait d'un sourire divin. 
La lueur argentait le haut du mdt qui penche ; 
Le navire ^tait noir, mais la voile dtait blanche ; 
Des goelands debout sur un escarpement, 
Attentifs, contemplaient IMtoile gravement 
Comme un oiseau celeste et fait d'une dtincelle ; 
L'oc6in, qui ressemble au peuple, allait vers elle, 
Et, rugissant tout bas, la regardait briller, 
Et semblait avoir peur de la faire cnvoler, 
Un ineffable amour emplissait I'^tendue. 
L'herbe verte \ mes pieds frissonnait dperdue, 
Les oiseaux se parlaient dans les nids ; une fleur 
Qui s*dveillait me dit : c'est I'dtoile ma soeur. 
Et pendant qu'^ longs plis I'ombre levait son voile, 
J'entendis une voix qui venait de I't^toile 
Et qui disait : — Je suis I'astre qui vient d'abord, 
Je suis celle qu'on croit dans la tombe et qui sort. 
J'ai lui sur le Sina, j'ai lui sur le Tayg^te ; 
Je suis le caillou d'or et de feu que Dieu jette, 
Comme avec une fronde, au front noir de la nuit. 
Je suis ce qui renait quand un monde est ddtruit. 
O nations ! je suis la Podsie ardente. 
J'ai brilld sur Moise et j'ai brilld sur Dante. 
Le lion ocdan est amoureux de moi. 
J'arrive. Levez-vous, vertu, courage, foi ! 
Penseurs, esprits ! montez sur la tour,, sentinelles I 
Paupi^res, ouvrez-vous ; allumez-vous, prunelles ; 
Terre, dmeus le sillon ; vie, dveille le bruit ; 
Debout, vous qui dormez ; car celui qui me suit, 
Car celui qui m'envoie en avant la premiere, 
C*est I'ange Liberte, c*est le gdant Lumi^re ! 
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The first poem of the seventh book, on the falling of the 
walls of Jericho before the seventh trumpet-blast, is equally 
great in description and in application ; the third is on^ of 
the great lyric masterpieces of all time, the triumphant ballad 
of the Black Huntsman, unsurpassed in the world for ardour 
of music and fitful change of note from mystery and terror / 
to rage and tempest and supreme serenity of exultation — / 
* wind and storm fulfilling his word,* we may literally say of 
this omnipotent sovereign of song. 

The sewer of Rome, a final receptacle for dead dogs and 

rotting Caesars, is painted line by line and detail by detail in 

verse which touches with almost frightful skill the ver}' limit 

of the possible or permissible to poetry in the way of realistic 

loathsomeness or photographic horror ; relieved here and 

there by a rare and exquisite image, a fresh breath or tender 

touch of loveliness from the open air of the daylight world 

» above. The song on the two Napoleons is a masterpiece 

of skilful simj^licity in contrast of tones and colours. But 

the song which follows, written to a tune of Beethoven's, 

has in it something more than the whole soul of music, the 

whole passion pf self-devoted hope and self-transfiguring /^ 

faith ; it gives the'gnal word of union between sound and 

spirit, the mutual coronation and consummation of them 

both. 

•PATRIA, 

Lk-haut qui sourit ? 
Est-ce un esprit ? 
* Est-ce une femme ? 

Quel front sombre et doux ! ' 

Peuple, Ji genoux ! ^-^ 

Est-ce«notre Ame 
Qui vient h nous .^ 

B 2 
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Cette figure en deuil 
Parait sur notre seuil, 
£t notre antique orgueil 

Sort du cercueil. 
Ses fiers regards vainqueurs 
Rdveillent tous les coeurs, 
Les nids dans les buissons, 

£t les chansons. 

C'est range du jour ; 
L'espoir, I'amour 
Du coeur qui pense ; 

Du monde enchant^ 
Cest la clartd. 
Son nom est France 
Ou V^ritd. 

Bel ange, ^ ton miroir 
Quand s'offre un vil pouvoir, 
Tu viens, terrible h. voir, 

Sous le ciel noir* 
Tu dis au monde : Allons ! 
Formez vos bataillons ! 
£t le monde ^bloui 

Te rdpond : Oui. 

Cest range de nuit. 

Rois, il vous suit, 

Marquant d'avance 
Le fatal moment 

Au firmament. 

Son nom est France 

Ou Chatiment. 

Ainsi que nous voyons 
En mai les alcyons, 
Voguez, 6 nations, 
Dans ses rayons ! 



LES CHAtIMENTS 53 

Son bras aux cieux dress^ 
Ferme le noir pass^ 
Et Ics portes de fer 
Du sombre enfer. 

C*est Pange de Dieu. 

Dans le ciel bleu 

Son aile immense 
Couvre avec fiertd 

L'humanit^. 

Son nom est France 

Ou Libert^ ! 

Tfie Caravan^ a magnificent picture, is also a magnificent 
allegory and a magnificent hymn. The poem following sums 
up in twenty-six lines a whole world of terror and of tempest 
hurtling and wailing round the wreck of a boat by night It 
is followed by a superb appeal against the infliction of death 
on rascals whose reptile blood would dishonour and defile the 
scaffold : and this again by an admonition to their chief not 
to put his trust in the chance of a high place of infamy among 
the more genuinely imperial hellhounds of historic record. 
The next poem gives us in perfect and exquisite summary the 
opinions of a contemporary conservative on a dangerous 
anarchist of extravagant opinions and disreputable character, 
whom for example's sake it was at length found necessary to 
crucify. There is no song more simply and nobly pitiful \ 
than that which tells us in its burden how a man may die . 
for lack of his native country as naturally and inevitably ' 
as for lack of his daily bread. I cite only the last three 
stanzas by way of sample. 

Les exilds s*en vont pensifs. 

Leur ^me, hdlas ! n'est plus enti^re. 

lis regardent I'ombre des ifs 
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Sur les fosses du cimeti^re ; 
Uun songe ^ TAlIemagne alti6re, 
Uautre au beau pays transalpin, 
L'autre k sa Pologne ch^rie. 
— On ne peut pas vivre sans pain ; 
On ne peut pas non plus vivre sans la patrie. — 

Un proscrit, lassd de souffrir, 
Mourait ; calme, il fermait son livre ; 
Et je lui dis : ' Pourquoi mourir ? * 
II me r^pondit : * Pourquoi vivre ? * 
Puis il reprit : ' Je me ddlivre. 
Adieu ! je meurs. Ndron Scapin 
Met aux fers la France fldtrie. . . .* 
— On ne peut pas vivre sans pain ; 
On ne peut pas non plus vivre sans la patrie.— 

' . . . Je meurs de ne plus voir les chaftips 
Ou je regardais I'aube naitre, 
De ne plus entendre les chants 
Que j'entendais de ma fenctre. 
Mon ame est ou je ne puis ctre. 
Sous quatrc planches de sapin 
£nterrez<moi dans la prairie.' 
— On ne peut pas vivre sans pain ; 
On ne peut pas non plus vivre sans la patrie. 

Then, in the later editions of the book, came the great 
and terrible poem on the life and death of the miscreant 
marshal who gave the watchword of massacre in the streets 
of Paris, and died by the visitation of disease before the 
walls of Sebastopol There is hardly a more splendid 
passage of its kind in all the Legende des St7c/es than the 
description of the departure of the fleet in order of battle 
from Constantinople for the Crimea ; nor a loftier passage 
of more pathetic austerity in all this book of Chdtiments 



'•■) 



LE^ CHATIMENTS 55 

than the final address of the poet to the miserable soul, 
disembodied at length after long and loathsome suffering, 
of the murderer and tcaitor who had earned no soldier's 
death.* 

And then come those majestic * last words ' which will ring 
for ever in the ears of men till manhood as well as poetry 
has ceased to have honour among mankind. And then 
comes a poem so great that I hardly dare venture. to. 
attempt a word in its praise. We cannot choose but think, 
as we read or repeat it, that * such music was never made * 
since the morning stars sang together*and all the sons of 
God shouted for joy. This epilogue of a book so bitterly 
and inflexibly tragic begins as with a peal of golden bells, or 
an outbreak of all April in one choir of sunbright 'song ; 
proceeds in a graver note of deep and trustful exultation 
and yearning towards the future ; subsides again into some- 
thing of a more subdued key, while the poet pleads for his 
faith in a God of righteousness with the righteous who are 
ready to despair ; and rises from that tone of awe-stricken 
and earnest pleading to such a height and rapture of in- 
spiration as no Hebrew psalmist or prophet ever soared 
beyond in his divinest passion of aspiring trust and worship. 
It is simply impossible that a human tongue should utter, ' 
a human hand should write, anything of more supreme and 
transcendent beauty than the last ten stanzas of the fourth 
division of this i)oem. The passionate and fervent accumu- j 

* This poem on Saint -Arnaud is dated from Jersey, and must there- 
fore have l)een written before the second of November 1855 —a date of 
disgrace for Jersey, if not indeed for England. It appears in the various 
later editions of the ChiUiments^ but has disappeared from the so-called 
*^ition definitive.' All readers have a right to ask why— and a right 
to be answered when they ask. 
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lation of sublimities, of marvellous images and of infinite 
appeal, leaves the sense too dazzled, the soul too entranced 
and exalted, to appreciate at first or in full the miraculous 
beauty of the language, the superhuman sweetness of the 
song. The reader impervious to such impressions may rest 
assured that what he admires in the prophecies or the psalms 
of Isaiah or of David is not the inspiration of the text, but 
the warrant and sign-manual of the councils and the churches 
which command him to admire them on trust 

Nc poss^de-t-il pas toute la certitude ? 
Dieu ne remplit-il pas ce monde, notre ^tiide, 

Du nadir au z(5nith ? 
Notre sagesse aupr^s de la sienne est d^mence ; 
Et n*est-ce pas h. lui que la clartd commence, 

Et que Pombre finit ? 

Ne voit-il pas rarhper les hydres sur leurs ventres*? 
Ne regarde-t-il pas jusqu'au fond de leurs antres 

Atlas et Pdlion ? 
Ne connait-il pas I'heure ou la cigogne Emigre ? 
Sait-il pas ton entrdc et ta sortie, 6 tigre, 

Et ton antre, 6 lion ? 

Hirondelle, r^ponds, aigle \ I'aile sonore, 
Parle, avez-vous des nids que TEternel ignore ? 

O cerf, quand I'as-tu fui ? 
Renard, ne vois-tu pas ses yeux dans la broussaille ? 
Loup, quand tu sens la nuit une herbe qui tressaille, 

Ne dis-tu pas : Cost lui ! 

Puisqu'il sait tout cela, puisqu'il peut toute chose, 
Que ses doigts font jaillir les effets de la cause 

Comme un noyau d'un fruit, 
Puisqu'il peut mettre un ver dans les pommes de Parbre, 
Et faire disperser les colonnes de marbre 

Par le vent de la nuit ; 
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Puisqu'il bat Toc^an pareil au boeuf qui beugle, 
Puisqu'il est le voyant et que rhomme est Paveugle, 

PuisquMl est le milieu, 
Puisque son bras nous porte, et puisqu'k son passage 
La comMe frissonne ainsi qu'en une cage 

Tremble une dtoupe en feu ; 

Puisque Tobscure nuit le connait, puisque Pombrc 
Le voit, quand il lui plait, sauver la nef qui sombre, 

Comment douterions-nous, 
Nous qui, fennes et purs, fiers dans nos agonies, 
Sommes debout devant toutes les tyrannies, 

Pour lui seul, k genoux ! 

D'ailleurs, pensons. Nos jours sont des jours d'amertume, 
Mais, quand nous dtendons les bras dans cette brume, 

Nous sentons une main ; 
Quand nous marchons, courbes, dans I'ombre du martyne, 
Nous entendons quelqu'un derri^re nous nous dire : 

C'est ici le chemin. 

O proscrits, I'avenir est aux peuples ! Paix, gloire, 
Libertd, reviendront sur des chars de victoire 

Aux foudroyants essieux ; 
Ce crime qui triomphe est fumi5e et mensonge ; 
VoilJi ce que je puis affirmer, moi qui songe 

L'oeil fixd sur les cieux ! 

Les c^sars sont plus fiers que les vagues marines, 
Mais Dieu dit : — Je mettrai ma boucle en leurs narines, 

Et dans leur bouche un mors, 
Et je les trainerai, qu'on c^de ou bien qu*on lutte, 
Eux et leurs histrions et leurs joueurs de flfite, 

Dans I'ombre ou sont les morts ! 

Dieu dit ; et le granit que foulait leur semelle 
S'^croule, et les voilJi disparus pele-mele 

Dans leurs prosp<5ritcs ! 
Aquilon ! aquilon ! qui viens battre nos portes, 
Oh ! dis-noiis, si c'est toi, souffle, qui les emportes, 

Ou les as-tii jetes ? 
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• 

Three years after the CMtimenU Victor Hugo pub- 
lished the Contemplations ; the book of which he said that 
if the title did not sound somewhat pretentious it might be 
called ' the memoirs of a souL' No book had ever in it 
more infinite and exquisite variety ; no concert ever diver- 
sified and united such inexhaustible melodies with such 
unsurpassable harmonies. The note of fatherhood was 
never touched more tenderly than in the opening verses of 
gentle counsel, whose cadence is fresher and softer than the 
lapse of rippling water or the sense of falling dew : the 
picture of the poetT two little daughters in the twilight 
garden might defy all painters to translate it : the spirit, 
force, and fun of*^ the controversial poems, overflowing at 
once with good humour, with serious thought, and with 
kindly indignation, give life and charm to the obsolete ques- 
tions of wrangling schools and pedants ; and the last of 
them, on the divine and creative ix)wer of speech, is at 
once profound and sublime enough to grapple easily and 
thoroughly with so high and deep a subject. The songs of 
childish loves and boyish fancies are unequalled by any 
other poet*s known to me for their union of purity and 
gentleness with a touch of dawning ardour and a hint of 
shy delight : Lise^ La Coccinelle^ Vieille chanson du jeune 
Umpsy are such sweet miracles of simple perfection as we 
hardly find except in the old songs of unknown great poets 
who died and left no name. The twenty, first poem, a lyric 
idyl of but sixteen lines, has something more than the 
highest qualities of Theocritus ; in colour and in melody it 
does but equal the Sicilian at his best, but there are two 
lines at least in it beyond his reach for depth and majesty of 
beauty. Childhood and Unity^ two poems of twelve and 
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ten lines respectively, are a pair of such flawless jewels as 
lie now in no living poet's casket Among the twenty- 
eight poems of the second book, if I venture to name with 
special regard the second and the fourth, two songs uniting 
the subtle tenderness of Shelley's with the frank simplicity of 
Shakespeare's ; the large and living landscape in a letter 
dated from Tr^port ; the tenth and the thirteenth poems, two 
of the most perfect love-songs in the world, written (if the 
phrase be permissible) in a key of serene rapture; the 
* morning's note,' with its vision of the sublime sweetness 
of life transfigured in a dream ; Twilight^ with its opening 
touches of magical and mystic beauty ; above all, the 
mournful and tender magnificence of the closing poem, with 
a pathetic significance in the double date appended to the 
text : I am ready to confess that it is i^erhaps presumptuous ^ 
to express a preference even for these over the others. Yet 
l)erhaps it may be permissible to select for transcription two 
of the sweetest and shortest among them. 

Mes vers fuiraient, doux ct frcles, 
Vers votre jardin si beau, 
Si mes vers avaient des ailes, 
Des ailes comme I'oiseau. 

lis voleraient, etincelles. 
Vers votre foyer qui rit, 
Si mes vers avaient des ailes, 
Des ailes comme I'esprit. 

Pr^s de vous, purs et fiddles, 
lis accourraient nuit et jour, 
Si mes vers avaient des ailes, 
Des ailes comme Pamour. 

Nothing of Shelley's exceeds this for limpid perfection of 
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melody, renewed in the next lyric with something of a 
deeper and more fervent note of music. 

Si vous n*avez rien \ me dire, 
Pourquoi venir aupr^s de moi ? 
Pouriquoi me faire ce sourire 
Qui toumerait la t^te au roi ? 
Si vous n'avez rien \ me dire, 
Pourquoi venir aupr^s de moi ? 

Si vous n'avez rien \ m'apprendre, 
Pourquoi me pressez-vous la main ? 
Sur le rove angdlique et tendre, 
Auquel vous songez en chemin, 
Si vous n'avez rien )\. m'apprendre, 
Pourquoi me pressez-vous la main ? 

Si vous voulez que je m'on aille, 
Pourquoi passez-vous par ici ? 
Lorsque je vous vois, je tressaille : 
C'est ma joie et c'est mon souci. 
Si vous voulez que je m'en aille, 
Pourquoi passez-vous par ici ? 

In the third book, which brings us up to the great poet's 
forty-second year, the noble poem called MelatuJiolia has in 
it a foretaste and a promise of all the passionate meditation, 
all the studious and indefatigable pity, all the forces of 
wisdom and of mercy which were to find their completer and 
supreme expression in Les Mise rabies. In Saturn we may 
trace the same note of earnest and thoughtful meditation 
on the m)T5tery of evil, on the vision so long cherished by 
mankind of some purgatorial world, the shrine of expiation 
CMT the seat of retribution, which in the final volume of the 
JJgende des Stales was touched again with a yet more august 
effect : the poem there called Jnferi resumes and expands 
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the tragic thought here first admitted into speech and first 
clothed round with music. The four lines written beneath 
a crucifix may almost be said to sum up the whole soul and 
spirit of Christian faith or feeling in the brief hour of its 
early purity, revived in every age again for some rare and 
beautiful natures — and for these alone. 

Vous qui pleurez, venez h ce Dieu, car il pleure. 
Vous qui souflfrez, venez Ji liii, car il gu^rit. 
Vous qui tremblez, venez h lui, car il sourit. 
Vous qui passez, venez ^ lui, car il demeure. 

La Statue^ with its grim swift glance over the worldwide 
rottenness of imperial Rome, finds again an echo yet fuller 
and more sonorous than the note which it repeats in the 
poem on Roman decadence which forms the eighth division 
of the revised and completed Legmde dcs Sikies, The two 
delicately tender poems on the death of a little child are 
well relieved by the more terrible tenderness of the poem 
on a mother found dead of want among her four little 
children. In this and the next poem, a vivid and ghastly 
photograph of vicious poverty, we find again the same spirit 
of observant and vigilant compassion that inspires and in- 
forms the great prose epic of suffering which records the 
redemption of Jean Valjean : and in the next, suggested by 
the sight (a sorrowful sight always, except perhaps to very 
small children or adults yet more diminutive in mental or 
spiritual size) of a caged lion, we recognize the depth of j 
noble pity which moved its author to write Le Crapaud^-~^\ 
poem redeemed in all rational men's eyes from the imminent 
imputation of repulsive realism by the profound and patheti< 
beauty of the closing lines— and we may recognize also th^ 
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hnaginative and childlike sympathy with the traditional king 
of beasts which inspired him long after to write LEpopke du 
Lion for the benefit of his grandchildren. InsomnU^ a record 
of the tribute exacted by the spirit from the body, when the 
impulse to work and to create will not let the weary work* 
man take his rest, but enforces him, reluctant and recalci- 
trant, to rise and gird up his loins for labour in the field of 
imaginative thought, is itself a piece of work well worth the 
sacrifice even of the happiness of sleep. The verses on 
music, suggested by the figure of a flute-playing shepherd 
on a bas-relief ; the splendid and finished picture of spring, 
softened rather than shadowed by the quiet thought of death ; 
the deep and tender fancy of the dead child's return to its 
mother through the gateway of a second birth ; the grave 
sweetness and gentle fervour of the verses on the outcast 
and detested things of the animal and the vegetable world ; 
and, last, the nobly thoughtful and eloquent poem on the 
greatness of such little things as the fire on the shepherd's 
hearth confronting the star at sunset, which may be com- 
pared with the Prayer for all men in the Feuilles d^Automne ; 
these at least demand a rapid word of thankful recognition 
before we close the first volume of the Contemplations, 

The fourth book, as most readers will probably remember, 
contains the poems written in memory of Victor Hugo's 
daughter, drowned by the accidental capsizing of a pleasure- 
boat, just six months and seventeen days after her marriage 
with the young husband who chose rather to share her death 
than to save himself alone. These immortal songs of 
mourning are almost too sacred for critical appreciation of 
even the most reverent and subdued order. There are 
numberless touches in them of such thrilling beauty, so 
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poignant in their simplicity and so piercing in their truth, 
that silence is perhaps the best or the only commentaiy an 
anything so * rarely sweet and bitter.' One only may 
haps be cited apart from its fellows : the sublime little 
headed Mors, 

Je vis cette faucheuse. Elle ^tait dans son champ. \ 

Elle allait k grands pas moissonnant et fauchant, 

Noir squelette laissant passer le cr^puscule. 

Dans I'ombre ou Pen dirait que tout tremble et recule, 

L'homme suivait des yeux les lueurs de sa faulx. 

Et les triomphateurs sous les arcs triomphaux 

Tombaient ; elle changeait en desert Babylone, 

Le trone en ^chafaud et I'^chafaud en trone, 

Les roses en fumier, les enfants en oiseaux, 

L'or en cendre, et les yeux des m^res en ruisseaux. 

Et les femmes criaient : Rends-nous ce petit ^tre. 

Pour le faire mourir, pourquoi I'avoir fait naitre ? 

Ce n'dtait qu'un sanglot sur terre, en haut, en has; 

Des mains aux doigts osseux sortaient des noirs grabats ; 

Un vent froid bruissait dans les linceuls sans nombre ; 

Les peuples eperdus semblaient sous la faulx sombre 

Un troupeau frissonnant qui dans I'ombre s'enfuit : . 

Tout etait sous ses pieds deuil, ^pouvante et nuit. 

Derri^rc elle, le front baign^ de douces flammes, 

Un ange souriant portait la gerbe d'i\mes. 

The fifth book opens most fitly with an address to the 
noble poet who was the comrade of the author's exile and 
the brother of his. self-devoted son-in-law. Even Hugo 
never wrote anything of more stately and superb simplicity 
than this tribute of fatherly love and praise, so well deserved 
and so royally bestowed. The second poem, addressed to 
the son of a poet who had the honour to receive the greatest 
of all his kind as a passing guest in the first days of his long 
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exile, IS as simple and noble as it is gentle and austere. 
The third, written in reply to the expostulations of an old 
friend and a distant kinsman, is that admirable vindication 
of a man's right to grow wiser, and of his duty to speak the 
truth as he comes to see it better, which must have imposed 
silence and impressed respect on all assailants if respect for 
integrity and genius were possible to the imbecile or the vile, 
and if silence or abstinence from insult were possible ,to the 
malignant or the fool The epilogue, appended nine years 
later to this high-minded and brilliant poem, is as noble in 
imagination, in feeling, and in expression, ;is the finest page 
in the Chdtiments, 

ECRIT EN 1855. 

J'ajoute un post-scriptum apr^s neuf ans. J'ecoute ; 

£tes-vous toujours 1^ ? Vous ^tes mort sans doute, 

Marquis ; mais d'ou je suis on peut parler aux morts. 

Ah ! votre cercueil s'ouvre : — Ou done es-tu ? — Dehors. 

Comma vous. — Es-tu mort? — Presque. J 'habile Tombre. 

Je suis sur un rocher qu'environne Teau sombre, 

Ecueil ronge des Acts, de ten^bres charge, 

Ou s'assied, ruisselant, le blSme naufrage. 

— Eh bien, me dites-vous, apr^s ? — La solitude 

Autour de moi toujours a la m^me attitude ; 

Je ne vois que Tabime, et la n>er, et les cieux, 

Et les nuages noirs qui vont silencieux ; 

Mon toit, la nuit, frissonne, et Touragan le mcle 

Aux souffles efTrdncs de I'onde et de la grele ; 

Quelqu'un semble clouer un crcpc ^ Thorizon ; 

Uinsulte bat de loin le seuil de nia maison ; 

Le roc croule sous moi d^s que mon pied s y pose ; 

Le vent semble avoir peur de m*approcher, et nose 

Me dire qu'en baissant la voix et qu^k demi 

L'adieu myst(Srieux que me jette un ami. 
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La nuneur des vivants s'^teint diminu^e. 
Tout cc que j*ai r^v^ s'est envois, nu^ ! 
Sur mes jours devenus fant6mes, p^le et seul, 
Je regarde tomber Pinfini, ce linceul.— 
. Et vous dites :--Apr^s ? — Sous un mont qui surplombe^ 
Pr^s des flots, j*ai marqu^ la place de ma tombe ; 
Ici, le bruit du gouffre est tout ce qu'on entend ; 
Tout est horreur et nuit. — Apr6s ? — Je suis content 

The verses addressed to friends whose love and rever- 
ence had not forsaken the exile — to Jules Janin, to Alexandre 
Dumas, above all to Paul Meurice — are models of stately 
grace in their utterance of serene and sublime resignation, 
of loyal and affectionate sincerity : but those addressed to 
the sharers of his exile — to his wife, to his children, to their 
friend — have yet a deeper spiritual music in the sweet and 
• severe perfection of their solemn cadence. I have but time 
to name with a word of homage in passing the famous and 
faultless little poem Aux Feuillantims^ fragrant with the 
memory and musical as the laugh of childhood ; the me- 
morial verses recurring here and there, with such infinite 
and subtle variations on the same deep theme of mourning 
or of sympathy ; the great brief studies of lonely landscape, 
imbued with such grave radiance and such noble melan- 
choly, or kindled with the motion and quickened by the 
music of the sea : but two poems at all events I must select 
for more especial tribute of more thankful recognition : the 
sublime and wonderful vision of the angel who was neither 
life nor death, but love, more strong than either ; and the 
all but sublimer allegory couched in verse of such majestic 
resonance, which shows us the star of Venus in heaven 
above the ruin of her island on earth. The former and 
shorter of these is as excellent an example as could be 
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chosen of its author's sovereign simplicity of insight and of 
style. 

APPARITION. 

]t vis un ange blanc qui passait sur ma tete ; 

Son vol ^louissant apaisait la temp^te, 

£t faisait taire au loin la mer pleine de bruit. 

— Qu*est-ce que tu viens faire, ange, dans cette nuit ? 

Lui dis-je. II r^pondit : — ^Je viens prendre ton dmc. — 

£t j'eus peur, car je vis que c'^tait une femme ; 

£t je lui dis, tremblant et lui tendant les bras : 

— Que me restera-t-il ? car tu t'envoleras. — 

II ne rdpondit pas ; le ciel que Pombre assise 

S'^teignait. . . . — Si tu prends mon Ame, m*dcriai-jc, 

Ou Temporteras-tu ? montre-moi dans quel lieu. 

II se taisait toujours. — O passant du ciel bleu, 

Es-tu la mort ? lui dis-je, ou bien es-tu la vie ? — 

Et la nuit augmentait sur mon ilme ravie, 

Et range devint noir, et dit : — Je suis I'amour. 

Mais son front sombre ^tait plus charmant que le jour, 

Et je voyais, dans I'ombre ou brillaient ses prunelles, 

Les astres h. travcrs les plumes de ses ailes. 

If nothing were left of Hugo but the sixth book of the 
Cimtemplations^ it would yet be indisputable among those 
\ who know anything of poetry that he was among the fore- 
most in the front rank of the greatest poets of all time. Here, 
did space allow, it would be necessary for criticism with any 
pretence to adequacy to say something of every poem in 
turn, to pause for observation of some beauty beyond leach 
of others at every successive page. In the first poem a sub- 
lime humility finds such expression as should make manifest 
to the dullest eye not clouded by malevolence and insolent 
conceit that when this greatest of modern poets asserts in his 
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own person the high prerogative and assumes for his own 
spirit the high of!ice«of humanity, to confront the darkest 
problem and to challenge the utmost force of intangible and 
invisible injustice as of visible and tangible iniquityi of all 
imaginable as of all actual evil, of superhuman indifference 
as well as of human wrongdoing, it is no merely personal 
claim that he puts forward, no vainly egotistic arrogance 
that he displays ; but the right of a reasonable conscience 
and the duty of a righteous faith, common to all men alike 
r^j in whom intelligence of right and wrong, perception of duty 

or conception of conscience, can be said to exist at I 
all. If there be any truth in the notion of any difference 
between evil and good more serious than the conventional 
and* convenient fabrications of doctrine and assumption, 
then assuredly the meanest of his creatures in whom the 
perception of this difference was not utterly extinct would 
have a right to denounce an omnipotent evil-doer as justly 
amenable to the sentence inflicted by the thunders of his own 
unrighteous judgment. How profound and intense was the 
disbelief of Victor Hugo in the rule or in the existence of 
any such superhuman malefactor could not be better shown 
than by the almost polemical passion of his prophetic testi- 
mony to that need for faith in a central conscience and a 
central will on which he has insisted again and again as a 
crowning and indispensable requisite for moral and spiritual 
life. From the sublime daring, the self-confidence born of 
self-devotion, which finds lyrical utterance in the majestic 
verses headed Ibo^ through the humble and haughty earnest- 
ness of remonstrance and appeal — * humble to God, haughty 
to man ^^—which pervades the next three poems, the medita- 
tive and studious imagination of the poet passes into the 
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{ fuller light and larger air of thought which imbues and 
; informs with immortal life every line of the great religious 
poem called Plcun dans la nuit In this he touches the 
; highest point of poetic meditation, as in the epilogue to the 
Chdtiments^ written four months earlier, he had touched the 
highest point of poetic rapture, possible to the most ardent 
of believers in his faith and the most unapproachable master 
of his art. Where all is so lofty in its coherence of construc- 
tion, so perfect in its harmony of composition, it seems 
presumptuous to indicate any special miracle of inspired 
workmanship : yet, as Hugo in his various notes on mediae- 
val architecture was wont to select for exceptional attention 
and peculiar eloquence of praise this or that part or point of 
some superb and harmonious building, so am I tempted 
to dwell for a moment on the sublime imagination, the 
pathetic passion, of the verses which render into music the 
idea of a terrene and material purgatory, with its dungeons of 
flint and cells of clay wherein the spirit imprisoned and im- 
bedded may envy the life and covet the suffering of the 
meanest animal that toils on earth ; and to set beside this 
wonderful passage tha*^ other which even in a poem so 
thoroughly imbued with lope and faith finds place and voice 
for expression of the old mysterious and fantastic horror of 
the grave, more perfect than ever any mediaeval painter or 
sculptor could achieve. 

Le soir vient ; I'horizon s'empiit d'inquidtude ; 
LHierbe tremble et bruit comme une multitude ; 

Le fleuvc blanc reluit ; 
Le paysage obscur prend les veines des marbres 
Ces hydres que, le jour, on appelle des arbres, 

Se tordent dans la nuit 
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Le mort est seul. II sent la nuit qui le d^vore. 
Quandiialt le doux matin, tout Pazur de raurore, 

Tous ses rayons si beaux, 
Tout Tamour des oiseaux et leurs chansons sans nombre, 
Vont aux berceaux dor^s ; et, la nuit, toute Pombre 

Aboutit aux tombeaux. 

II entend des soupirs dans les fosses v6isines ; 
II sent la chevelure affreuse des racines 

Entrer dans son cercueil ; 
II est Fetre vaincu dont s'empare la chose ; 
II sent un doigt obscur, sous sa paupi^re close, 

Lui retirer son ceil. 

II a froid ; car le soir qui m^le h son haleihe 
Les ten^bres, Phorreur, le spectre et le phal^ne, 

Glace ces durs grabats ; 
Le cadavre, 11^ de bandelettes blanches, 
Grelotte, et dans sa bi^re entend les quatre planches 

Qui lui parlent tout bas. 

Uune dit : — ^Je fermais ton cofTre-fort. — Et Pautre 
Dit ; — ^J'ai servi de porte au toit qui fut le n6tre. — 

L'autre dit : — Aux beaux jours. 
La table ou rit I'ivresse et que le vin encombre, 
Cdtait moi. — Uautre dit : — J'etais le chevet sombre 

Du lit de tes amours. 

Among all the poems which follow, some exquisite in 
their mystic tenderness as the elegiac stanzas on Claire and 
the appealing address to a friend unknown {A celle qui est 
voilU\ others possessed with the same faith and wrestling 
with the same questions as beset and sustained the writer 
of the poem at wych we have just rapidly and reverently 
glanced, there are three at least which demand at any rate 
one passing word of homage. The solemn song of medita- 
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tion *at the window by night ' seems to me to render in its 
first six lines the aspects and sounds of sea aiid cloud and 
wind and trees and stars with an utterly incomparable magic 
of interpretation. 

Les ^toiles, points d'or, percent les branches noires ; 
Le fiot huileux et lourd decompose ses moifes 

Sur I'ocdan blcmi ; 
Les nuages ont Pair d'oiseaux prenant la fuite ; 
Par moments le vent park, et dit des mots sans suite, 

Comme un homme endormi. 

No poet but one could have written the three stanzas, so 
full of infinite sweetness and awe, inscribed ' to the angels 
who see us.' 

— Passant, qu'es-tu? je te connais. 
Mais, ^tant spectre, ombre et nuage, 
Tu n'as plus de sexe ni d'dge. 
— ^Je suis ta m^re, et je venais ! 

• — Et toi dont I'aile h^site et brille. 
Dent TcEil est noyd de douceur, 
Qu'es-tu^passant ? — Je suis ta soeur, 
— Et toi, qiTes-tu ?— Je suis ta fille. 

— Et toi, qu*es-tu, passant ? — Je suis 
Celie \ qui tu disais : Je t'aime ! 
— Et toi ? — Je suis ton 4me meme. — 
Oh ! cachez-moi, profondes nuits ! 

Nor could any other hand have achieved the pathetic 
perfection of the verses in which just thirty years since, 
twelve years to a day after the loss of his daughter, and fif- 
teen years to a day before the return of liberty which made 
possible the return of Victor Hugo to France, his claims 
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to the rest into which he now has entered, and his reasons 
for desiring the attainment of that rest, found utterance 
unexcelled for divine and deep simplicity by any utterance of 
man on earth. 



EN FRAPPANT A UI^E PORTE, 

J'ai perdu mon p^re et ma m^re, 
Mon premier-n^, bien jeune, hdas ! 
£t pour moi la nature enti^re 
Sonne le glas. 

Je dormais entre mes deux fr^res ; 
EnfantS) nous dtions trois oiseaux ; 
Hdlas ! le sort change en deux blares 
Lears deux berceaux. 

Je t'ai perdue, 6 fille ch^re, 
Toi qui remplis, 6 mon orgueil, 
Tout mon destin de la lumi^re 
De ton cercueil ! 

J'ai su monter, j'ai su descendre. 
J'ai vu I'aube et I'ombre en mes cieux. 
J'ai connu la pourpre, et la cendre 
Qui me va mieux. 

J'ai connu les ardeurs profondes, 
J'ai connu les sombres amours ; 
J'ai vu fuir les ailes, les ondes, 
Les vents, les jours. 

J'ai sur ma tete des orfraies ; 
J'ai sur tous mes travaux I'affront, 
Au pied la poudre, au coeur des plaies, 
L'^pine au front. 
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J'ai des pleurs k mon oeil qui pense, 
Des^trous k ma robe en lambeau ; 
Je n'ai rien k la conscience ; 
Ouvre, tombeau. 

Last comes the magnificent and rapturous hymn of uni- 
versal redemption from suffering as from sin, the prophetic 
vision of evil absorbed by good, and the very worst of spirits 
|tr^msfigured into the likeness of the very best, in which the 
g and indomitable faith of the seer finds dauntless and 
upreme expression in choral harmonies of unlimited and 
illimitable hope. The epilogue which dedicates the book 
to the daughter whose grave was now forbidden ground to 
her father — so long wont to keep there the autumnal anni- 
versary of his mourning — is the very crown and flower of 
the immortal work which it inscribes, if we may say so, 
rather to the presence than to the memory of the dead. 

Not till the thirtieth year from the publication of these 
two volumes was the inexhaustible labour of the spirit which 
inspired them to cease for a moment — and then, among us 
at least, for ever. Three years afterwards appeared the first 
series of the Ugende des Sihies^ to be followed nineteen 
years later by the second, and by the final complementary 
volume six years after that : so that between the inception 
and the conclusion of the greatest single work accomplished 
in the course of our century a quarter of that century had 
elapsed — with stranger and more tragic evolution of events 
than any poet or any seer could have foretold or foreseen as 
\ possible. Three years again from this memorable date 
. appeared the great epic and tragic poem of contemporary 
life and of eternal humanity which gave us all the slowly 
ripened fruit of the studies and emotions, the passions and 
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the thoughts, the aspiration and the experience, brought 
finally to their full and perfect end in Les Misirables, As 
the key-note of Notre-Dame de Paris was doom — the human 
doom of suffering to be nobly or ignobly endured — so the 
key-note of its author's next romance was redemption by 
acceptance of sulTering and discharge of duty in absolute and 
entire obedience to the utmost exaction of conscience when 
it calls for atonement, of love when it calls for sacrifice of 
all that makes life more endurable than death. It is obvious 
that no account can here be given of a book which if it re- 
quired a sentence would require a volume to express the 
character of its quality or the variety of its excellence — ^the 
one unique, the latter infinite as the unique and infinite spirit 
whose intelligence and whose goodness gave it life. 

Two years after Les Miserablcs appeared the magnificent 
book of meditations on the mission of art in the worldi on 
the duty of human thought towards humanity, inscribed by 
Vicior Hugo with the name of William Shakespeare. To 
allow that it throws more light on the greatest genius of our 
own century than on the greatest genius of the age of Shake- 
speare is not to admit that it is not rich in valuable and 
noble contemplations or suggestions on the immediate 
subject of Shakespeare^s work ; witness the admirably 
thoughtful and earnest remarks on Macbeth, the admirably 
passionate and pathetic reflections on Lear. The splendid 
eloquence and the heroic enthusiasm of Victor Hugo never 
found more noble and sustained expression than in this 
volume — the spontaneous and inevitable expansion of a pro- 
jected preface to his son's incomparable translation of Shake- 
speare. The preface actually prefixed to it is admirable for 
concision, for insight, and for grave historic humour. It 




74 A STUDY OF VICTOR HUGO 

appeared a year after the book which (so to speak) had 
grown out of it ; and in the same year appeared the Chan- 
sons dts Rues et des Bois. The miraculous dexterity of touch, 
the dazzling mastery of metre, the infinite fertility in varia* 
tions on the same air of frolic and thoughtful fancy, would not 
apparently allow the judges of the moment to perceive or to 
appreciate the higher and deeper qualities displayed in this 
volume of lyric idyls. The prologue is a superb example of 
the power peculiar to its author above all other poets j the 
power of seizing on some old symbol or image which may 
have been in poetic use ever since verse dawned upon the 
brain of man, and informing it again as with life, and trans- 
forming it anew as by fire. Among innumerable exercises 
and excursions of dainty but indefatigable fancy there are 
one or two touches of a somewhat deeper note than usual 
which would hardly be misplaced in the gravest and most 
ambitious works of imaginative genius. The twelve lines (of 
four syllables each) addressed A la belle imp'erieuse are such, 
for example, as none but a great poet of passion, a master 
of imaginative style, could by any stroke of chance or at any 
cost of toil have written. 

Uamour, panique 
De la raison, . 
Se communique 
Par le frisson. 

Laissez-moi dire, 
N'accordez rien. 
Si je soupire, 
Chantcz, c'est bien. 

Si je demeure, 
Triste, k vos pieds, 
£t si je pleure, 
C'est bien, riez. 
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Un homme semble 
Souvent trompeur. 
Mais si je tremble, 
Belle, ayez peur. 

The sound of the songs of a whole woodland seems to 
ring like audible spring sunshine through the adorable song 
of love and youth rejoicing among the ruins of an abbey. 

Seuls tous deux, ravis, chantants ! 

Comma on s'aime ! 
Comme on cueille le printemps 

Que Dieu s^me ! 

Quels rires dtincelants 

Dans ces ombres 
Pleines jadis de fronts b^ancs, 

De coeurs sombres ! 

On est tout frais mari^s. 

On s'envoie 
Les charmants cris varies 

De la joie. 

Purs dbats melds au vent 

Qui frissonne ! 
GatttJs que le noir couvei)t 

Assai Sonne I 

On effeuille des jasmins 

Sur la pierre 
Oil I'abbesse joint ses mains 

En pri^re. 

Les tombeaux, de croix marques, 
Font partie 
* # De ces jeux, un peu piqu^ 

Par Tortie. 
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On se cherche, on se poursuit, 

On sent croitre 
Ton aube, amour, dans la nuit ^ 

Du vieux dottre. 

On s'en va se becquetant, 

On s'adore, ii 

On s'embrasse k chaque instant, 

Puis encore, 

Sous les piliers, les arceaux, 

£t les marbres. 
Cest I'histoire des oiseaux 

Dans les arbres. 

The inexhaustible exuberance of fancies lavished on the 
study of the natural church, built by the hawthorn and the 
nettle in the depth of the living wood, with foliage and wind 
and flowers, leaves the reader not unfit for such reading 
actually dazzled with delight In a far different key, the 
Souvenir des vieilles giurres is one of Hugo's most pathetic 
and characteristic studies of homely and heroic life. The 
dialogue which follows, between the irony of scepticism and 
the enthusiasm of reason, on the progressive ascension of 
mankind, is at once sublime and subdued in the fervent 
tranquillity of its final tone : and the next poem, on the so- 
called * great age ' and its dwarf of a Caesar with the sun for 
a periwig, has in it a whole volume of history and of satire 
condensed into nine stanzas of four lines of five syllables 
apiece. 

I LE GRAND SIECLE, 

Ce si6cle a la forme 
D'un monstrueux char. 
Sa croissance enorme 
Sous un nain c^sar. 
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, Son air de prodigc, 
Sa gloirc qui ment, 
M^Ient le vertigc 
' A r^crascment. 

Louvois pour ministre, 
Scarron pour griffon, 
C*est un chant sinistrc 
Sur un air bouffon. 

Sur sa double roue 
Le grand char descend ; 
Uune est dans la bouc, 
L'autre est dans le sang. 



La mort au carrosse 
Attelle—ou va-t-il ?r- 
Lavrilliire atroce, 
Roquelaure vil. 

Comme un geai dans Parbre, 
Le roi s'y tient fier ; 
Son coeur est de marbre, 
Son ventre est de chair. 

On a pour sa nuque 
Et son front vermeil 
Fait une perruque 
Avec le soleil. 

II r^gne et v^gi^te, 
Effrayant zdro 
Sur qui se projette 
L'ombre du bourreau. 

Ce trone est la tombe ; 
Et sur le pav^ 
Quelque chose en tombe 
Qu'on n'a point lav^. 
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The exquisite poem on the closure of the church akeady 
desoribed f<^ the winter is as radiant with humour as with 
tenderness : and the epilogue responds in cadences of august 
antiphony to the moral and imaginative passion which im- 
bues with life and fire the magnificent music of the pro- 
logue. 

In the course of the next four years Victor Hugo pub- 
lished the last two great works which were to be dated from 
the haven of his exile. It would be the very ineptitude of 
impertinence for any man's presumption to undertake the 
classification or registry of his five great romances in posi- 
tive order of actual merit : but I may perhaps be permitted 
to say without fear of deserved rebuke that none is to me 
/ personally a treasure of greater price than Lcs Travailkurs 
/ dc la Mcr, The splendid energy of the book makes the 



\^ \ superhuman energy of the hero seem not only possible but 
^. natural, and his triumph over all physical impossibilities not 
only natural but inevitable. Indeed, when glancing at the 
animadversions of a certain sort of critics on certain points 
or passages in this and in the next romance of its author, I 
am perpetually inclined to address them in the spirit — were 
it worth while to address them in any wise at all— after the 
Cashion if not after the very phrase of Mirabeau's reply to a 
^less impertinent objector. Victor Hugo's acquaintance with 
/ navigation or other sciences may or may not have been as 
imperfect as Shakespeare's acquaintance with geography and 
natural history ; the knowledge of such a ntan's ignorance 
or inaccuracy in detail is in either case of exactly equal im- 
portance : and the importance of such knowledge is for all 
men of sense and candour exactly equivalent to zero. 

Between the tragedy of Gilliatt and the tragedy of Gwyn- 
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plaine Victor Hugo published nothing but the glorious 
little poein. on the slaughter of Ment ana, cd ledZg Voix dc 
Guernesey^ and (in the same year) the eloquent and ardent 
effusion of splendid and pensive enthusiasm prefixed to the 
manual or guide-book which appeared on the occasion of 
the inlernational exhibition at Paris three years before the 
collapse of the government which then kept out of France 
the Frenchmen most regardful of her honour and their own. 
In the year preceding that collapse he published L Homme 
qui Rit ; a book which those who read it aright have always 
ranked and Nvill always rank among his masterpieces. A 
year and eight months after the fall of the putative Bona- 
parte he published the terrible register of LAnnce Terrible. 
More sublime wisdom, more compassionate equity, more 
loyal self-devotion, nevec,found expression in verse of more 
varied and impassioned and pathetic magnificence. The 
memorial poem in which Victor Hugo so royally repaid, 
with praise beyond all price couched in verse beyond all 
praise, the loyal and constant devotion of Th^ophile Gautier, 
bears the date of All Souls' Day in the autumn of 1872. 
For tenderness and nobility of mingling aspiration and re- 
collection, recollection of combatant and triumphant youth, 
aspiration towards the serene and soveteign ascension out 
of age through death, these majestic lines are worthy not 
merely of eternal record, but far more than that — of a dis- 
tinct and a distinguished place among the poems of Victor 
Hugo. They are not to be found in the edition ne varietur : 
which, I must needs repeat, will have to be altered or 
modified by more variations than one before it can be ac- 
cepted as a sufficient or standard edition of the complete 
and final text. In witness of this I cite the closing lines of 
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a poem now buried in * the tomb of Th6)phile Gautier '— 
a beautiful volume which has long been out of print. 

Ami, je sens da sort la sombre plenitude ; 

J'ai commence la mort par de la solitude, 

Je vols mon profond soir vaguement s^dtoiler. 

Voici llieure ou je vais, aussi moi, m'en alien 

Mon fil trop long frissonne et touche presque au glaive ; 

Lc vent qui t'emporta doucement me soul^ve, 

Et je vais suivre ceux qui m'aimaient, moi banni. 

Leur oeil fixe m'attire au fond de I'infini. 

J*y cours. Ne fermez pas la porte fundraire. 

Passons, car c'est la loi ; nul ne peut s'y soustraire ; 
Tout penche ; et ce grand si^cle avec tous ses rayons 
Entre en cette ombre immense 011, pdles, nous fuyons. 
Oh ! quel farouche bruit font dans le cr^puscule 
Les chenes qu'on abat pour le bficher d'Hercule ! 
Les chevaux de la Mort se mettent k hennir, 
Et sont joyeux, car \k^<^ ^clatant va finir ; 
Ce si^cle altier qui sut dompter le vent contraire 
Expire . . . — O Gautier, ^oi, leur ^gal et leur fr6re, 
Tu pars apr^s Dumas, Lamarline et Musset. 
Uonde antique est tarie ou I'on rajcunissait ; 
Comme il n'est plus de Styx il n'est plus de Jouvence. 
Le dur faucheur avec sa large lame avance 
Pensif et pas k pas vers le reste du bl^ ; 
C'est mon tour ; et la nuit emplit mon oeil trouble 
Qui, devinant, hdlas, I'avenir des colombes, 
Pleure sur des berceaux et sourit k des tombes. 

Two years after the year of tenor, the poet who had made 
Its memory immortal by his record of its changes and its 
chances gave to the world his heroic and epic romance of 
Quatrevingt'treize ; instinct with all the passion of a deeper 
and wider chivalry than that of old, and touched with a 
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more than Homeric tenderness for motherhood and child- 
hood This book was written in the space of ^^^^ months 
and twenty-seven days. The next year witnessed only the 
collection of the second series of his AcUs et Paroles {Pen- 
dantrExit)y and the publication of two brief and memorable 
pamphlets : the one a simple and pathetic record of the two 
beloved sons taken from him in such rapid succession, the 
other a terse and earnest plea with the judges who had 
spared the life of a marshal condemned on a charge of 
high treason to spare likewise the life of a private soldier 
condemned for a transgression of military discipline. Most 
readers will be glad to remember that on this occasion at 
least the voice of the intercessor was not uplifted in vain. 
A year afterwards he published the third series of Adcs et 
Paroles {Deputs PExil)^ with a prefatory essay full of noble 
wisdom, of pungent and ardent scorn, of thoughtful and 
composed enthusiasm, on the eternal contrast and the ever- 
lasting battle between the spirit of clerical Rome and the 
spirit of republican Paris. 

* Moi qu'un petit enfant rend tout \ fait stupide,' I do 
not purpose to undertake a review of LArt tPetre Grande 
plre. It must suffice here to register the fact that the most 
absolutely and adorably beautiful book ever written ap- 
peared a year after the volume just mentioned, and some 
months after the second series of the Ltgende des Slides ; 
that there is not a page in it which is not above all possible 
eulogy or thanksgiving ; that nothing was ever conceived 
more perfect than such poems — to take but a small handful 
for samples — as l/n manque^ La sieste^ Choses du soir^ Ccquc 
^/V/f/w^//V(at the Jardindes Plantes or at the Zoological 
Gardens ; ages of public ranging from five, which is com- 
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paratively young, to seven, which is positively old), Chant sur 
le hirceau^ the song for a round dance of children, Lepoi cassk^ 
Im tnise en libert'e^ Jeanne endonnie^ the delicious Chanson 
de grand'fkre^ the glorious Chanson iancUre^ or the third of 
the divine and triune poems on the sleep of a little child ; 
that after reading these — to say nothing of the rest — it seems 
natural to feel as though no other poet had ever known so 
fully or enjoyed so wisely or spoken so sweetly and so well 
the most precious of truths, the loveliest of loves, the 
sweetest and the best of doctrines. 

The first of all to see the light appeared in a magazine 
which has long ago collapsed under the influence of far 
other writers than the greatest of the century. Every word 
of the thirty-eight lines which compose La Sieste de Jeanne 
— if any speech or memory of man endure so long— will be 
treasured as tenderly by generations as remote from the 
writer's as now treasure up with thankful wonder and rever- 
ence every golden fragment and jewelled spar from the 
wreck of Simonides or of Sappho. It has all the subtle 
tenderness which invests the immortal song of Danae ; and 
the union of perfect grace with living passion, as it were 
the suffusion of human flesh and blood with heavenly breath 
and fire, brings back once again upon our thoughts the name 
which is above every name in lyric song. There is not one 
line which could have been written and set where it stands 
by the hand Of any lesser than the greatest among poets. 
For once even the high priest and even the high priestess 
lof baby-worship who have made their names immortal 
( among our own by this especial and most gracious attribute 
; —even William Blake and Christina Rossetti for once are 
1 distanced ih the race of song, on their own sweet ground. 
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across their own peculiar field of Paradise. Not even in the 
pastures that heard his pipe keep time to the * Songs of 
Innocence/ or on the * wet bird-haunted English lawn ' set 
ringing as from nursery windows at summer sunrise to the 
faultless joyous music and pealing birdlike laughter of her 
divine * Sing-Song,* has there sounded quite such a note as 
this from the heaven of heavens in which little babies are 
adored by great poets, the frailest by the most potent of 
divine and human kind. And above the work in this 
lovely line of all poets in all time but one, there sits 
and smiles eternally the adorable baby who helps us 
for ever to forget all passing perversities of Christianised 
socialism or bastard Caesarism which disfigure and diminish 
the pure proportions and the noble charm of Aurora 
Leigh. Even the most memorable children bom to art 
in Florence, begotten upon stone or canvas by Andrea 
del Sarto or by Luca della Robbia's very self, must yield 
to that one the crown of sinless empire and the palm of 
powerless godhead which attest the natural mystery of 
their omnipotence ; and which haply may help to explsun 
why no accumulated abominations of cruelty and absurdity 
which inlay the record of its history and incrust the fabric 
of its creed can utterly corrode the natal beauty or corrupt 
the primal charm of a faith which centres at its opening 
round the worship of a new-born child. 

The most accurate and affectionate description that I 
ever saw or heard gi\'en of a baby's incomparable smile, 
when graciously pleased to permit with courtesy and accept 
with kindness the votive touch of a reverential finger on its 
august little cheek, was given long since in the text accom- 
panying a rich and joyous design of childish revel by 
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Richard Doyle. A baby in arms is there contemplating the 
riotous delights of its elders, fallen indeed from the sove- 
reign state of infahcy, but not yet degenerate into the lower 
life of adults, with that bland and tacit rJr of a large-minded 
and godlike tolerance which the devout observer will not 
fail to have remarked in the aspect of babies when unvexed 
and unincensed by any cross accident or any human short- 
coming on the part of their attendant ministers. Possibly a 
hand which could paint that inexpressible smile might not 
fail also of the ability to render in mere words some sense 
of the ineffable quality which rests upon every line and 
syllable of this most divine poem. There are lines in it — 
but after all this is but an indirect way of saying that it is 
a poem by Victor Hugo — which may be taken as tests of 
the uttermost beauty, the extreme perfection, the supreme 
capacity and charm, to which the language of men can 
attain. It might seem as if the Fates could not allow 
two men capable of such work to live together in one 
time of the world ; and that Shelley therefore had to die 
in his thirtieth year as soon as Hugo had attained his 
twentieth. 

Elle fait au milieu du jour son petit somme ; 

Car I'enfant a besoin du r^ve plus que I'homme, 

Cette terre est si laide alors qu'on vient du ciel ! 

L*enfant cherche h revoir Chdrubin, Ariel, 

Ses camarades. Puck, Titania, les f^es, 

£t ses mains quand il dort sont par Dieu r^chauffees. 

Oh ! comme nous serions surpris si nous voyions, 

Au fond de ce sommeil sacrd, plein de rayons, 

Ces paradis ouverts dans Pombre, et ces passages 

D'dtoiles qui font signe aux enfants d'etre sages, 

Ces apparitions, ces ^blouissements ! 

Done, k I'heure ou les feux du soleil sont calmants, 
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Quand toute la nature ^coute et se recueille, 

Vers midi, quand les nids se taisent, quand la feuille 

La plus tremblante oublie un instant de fr^mir, 

Jeanne a cette habitude aimable de donnir ; 

£t la m^re un moment respire et se repose, 

Car on se lasse, m^me k servir unf rose. 

Ses beaux petits pieds nus dont le' pas est peu s^ 

Dorment ; et soii berceau, qu'entoure un vague azur 

Ainsi qu'une aurdole entoure une immortelle, 

Semble un nuage fait avec de la dentelle ; 

On croit, en la voyant dans ce frais berceau-1^ 

Voir une lueur rose au fond d'un falbala ; 

On la contemple, on rit, on sent fuir la tristesse, 

£t c'est un astre, ayant de plus la petitesse ; 

L'ombre, amoureuse d'elle, a I'air de Padorer ; 

Le vent retient son souffle et n'ose respirer. 

Soudain, dans I'humble et chaste alcove matemelle, 

Versant tout le matin qu'elle a dans sa prunelle, 

£lle ouvre la paupi6re, etend un bras charmant, 

Agite un pied, puis I'autre, et, si divinement 

Que des fronts dans I'azur se penchent pour I'entendre^ 

EUe gazouille . . . — Alors, de sa voix la plus tendre, 

Couvant des yeux I'enfant que Dieu fait rayonner, 

Cherchant le plus doux nom qu'elle puisse donner ' 

A sa joie, h. son ange en fleur, h, sa chim^re : 

— Te voil^ rdveillee, horreur ! lui dit sa m^re. 

If the last word on so divine a subject could ever be 
said, it surely might well be none other than this. But 
with workmen of the very highest order there is no such 
thing as a final touch, a point at which they like others are 
compelled to draw bridle, a summit on which even their 
genius also may abide but while a man takes breath, and 
halt without a hope or aspiration to pass beyond it. 

Far different in the promise or the menace of its theme, 
the poet's next work, issued in the following year, was one 
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in spirit with the inner spirit of this book. In sublime 
simplicity of conception and in sovereign accomplishment 
of its design, Le Papc is excelled by no poem of Hugo's or 
of man's. In the glory of pure pathos it is perhaps ex- 
celled, as in the divine long-suffering of all-merciful wisdom 
it can be but equalled, by the supreme utterance of La Pitik 
Supreme. In splendour of changeful music and imperial 
magnificence of illustration the two stand unsurpassed for 
ever, side by side. A third poem, attacking at once the 
misbelief or rather the infidelity which studies and rehearses 
• the grammar of assent * to creeds and articles of religion, 
and the blank disbelief or denial which rejects all ideals and 
all ideas of spiritual life, is not so rich even in satire as in 
reason, so earnest even in rejection of false doctrine as in 
assertion of free belief, Upon this book no one can hope to 
write anything so nearly adequate and so thoroughly worth 
reading as is the tribute paid to it by Theodore de Banville 
—the Simonides Melicertes of France. 

• 

' In the midst of our confused life, turbulent and fiat, bustling 
and indifferent, where books and plays, dreams and poems» 
driven down a wind of oblivion, are like the leaves which No- 
vember sweeps away, and fly past, without giving us time to tell 
one from another, in a vague whirl and rush, at times there 
appears a new book by Victor Hugo, and everything lights, up> 
resounds, murmurs, and sings at once. 

' The shining, sounding, fascinating verse, with its thousand 
surprises of tone, of colour, of harmony, breaks forth like a 
rich concert, and ever newly stirred, dazzled and astonished, as 
if we were hearing verses for the first time, we remain stupefied 
with wonder before the persistent prodigy of the great seer, the 
great thinker, the unheard-of artist, self-transfigured without 
ceasing, always new and always like himself. It would be im- 
pertinent to say of him that he makes progress ; and yet I find 
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no other word to express the fact that every hour, every minute 
he adds something new, something yet more exact and yet more 
caressing, to that swing of syllables, that melodious play of 
rhyme renascent of itself, which is the grace and the innncible 
power of French poetry,* — 

if English ears could but learn or would but hear it ; whereas 
usually they have never been taught even the rudiments of 
French prosody, and receive the most perfect cadences of 
the most glorious or the most exquisite French poetry as a 
schoolboy's who has not yet learnt scansion might receive 
the melodies of Catullus or of Virgil. 

* Let me be forgiven a seeming blasphemy ; but since the 
time of periphrasis is over the real truth of things must be said 
of them. Well, then, the great peril of poetry is the risk it runs 
of becoming a weariness : for it may be almost sublime and yet 
perfectly wearisome : but, on the contrary, with all its bewilder- 
ing flight, its vast circumference, and the rage of a genius 
intoxicated with things immeasurable, the poetry of Victor 
Hugo is of itself amusing into the bargain— amusing as a fairy 
tale, as a many-coloured festival, as a lawless and charming 
comedy ; for in it words play unexpected parts, take on them- 
selves a special and intense life, put on strange or graceful 
faces, clash one against another either cymbals of gold or urns 
of crystal, exchange flashes of living light and dawn. 
, * And let no one suspect in my choice of an epithet any idea 
of diminution ; a garden-box on the window-sill may be tho- 
roughly wearisome, and an immense forest may be amusing, with 
its shades wherein the nightingale sings, its giant trees with the 
blue sky showing through them, its mossy shelters where the 
silver brooklet hums its tune through the moistened greenery. 
Ay, — this is one of its qualities, — the poetry of Hugo can be 
read, can be devoured as one devours a new novel, because it is 
varied, surprising, full of the unforeseen, clear of commonplaces, 
like nature itself ; and of such a limpid clearness as to be within 
the reach of every creature who can read, even when it 
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soars to the highest summits of philosophy and idealism. In 
fact, to be obscure, confused, unintelligible, is not a rare quality 
nor one difficuh to acqui* e ; and the first fool you may fall in 
with can easily attain t«. it In this magnificent poem whic'a 
has just appeared— as, fur that matter, in all his other poems— 
what Victor Hugo does is just to dispel and scatter to the winds 
of heaven those lessons, those fogs, those rubbish-heaps, those 
clouds of dark bewildered words with which the sham wise men 
of all ages have overlaid the plain evidence of truth.* 

*The words of Mercury are harsh after the songs of 
Apollo * ; and I, who cannot pretend even to the gift of 
eloquence proper to the son of Maia, will not presume to 
add a word of less valuable homage to the choicer tribute of 
Banville. The three poems last mentioned were respectively 
published in three successive years : and in the same year 
with Religions et Religion Victor Hugo published a fourth 
volume, LAne^ in which the questions of human learning 
and of human training were handled with pathetic ardour 
and sympathetic irony. It would be superfluous if not 
insolent to add that the might of hand, the magic of utter- 
ance, the sovereign charm of sound and the superb ex- 
pression of sense, are equal and incomparable in all 

And next year Victor Hugo gave us Les Quatre Venls de 
r Esprit In the first division, the book of satire, every pa^e 
bears witness that the hand which wrote the Chaiimehis had 
neither lost its strength nor forgotten its cunning ; it is 
full of keen sense, of wise wrath, of brilliant reason and 
of merciful equity. The double drama which follows is one 
of the deepest and sweetest and richest in various effect 
among the masterpieces of its author. In Margarita we 
breathe again the same fresh air of heroic mountain-ranges 
and woodlands inviolable, of winds and flowers and all fair 
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things and thoughts, which blows through all the brighter 
and more gracious interlfldes of the JJgende des Skies : the 
figures of Callus, the libertine by philosophy, and Gunich, 
the philosopher of profligacy, — the former a true man and 
true lover -at heart, the latter a cynic and a courtier to the 
•core — are as fresh in their novelty as the figures of noble 
old age and noble young love are fresh in their renewal and 
reimpression of types familiar to all hearts since the sunrise 
of Hernanu The tragedy which follows this little romantic 
comedy is but the more penetrative and piercing in its pathos 
and its terror for its bitter and burning vein of realism and 
of humour. The lyric book is a casket of jewels rich enough 
to outweigh the whole wealth of many a poet After the 
smiling song of old times, the stately song of to-day with its 
other stars and its other roses, in sight of the shadow where 
grows the deathless flower of death, pale and haggard, with 
its shadowy perfume : the song of all sweet waking dreams 
and visions, and sweetest among them all the vision of a 
tyrant loyally slain : the song on hearing a princess sing, 
sweeter than all singing and simple as * the very virtue of 
compassion * : the song of evening, and rest from trouble, 
and prayer in sorrow, and hope in death : the many -coloured 
and sounding song of seaside winter nights : the song of 
three nests, the reed -warbler's and the martlet's made with 
moss and straw, in the wall or on the water, and love's with 
glances and smiles, in the lover's inmost heart : the song of 
the watcher by twilight on the cliff", which strikes a note 
afterwards repeated and prolonged in the last issue of the 
Legcnde dcs Sitcles^ full of mystery and mourning and fear 
and faith : the brief deep note of bewildered sorrow that suc- 
"Ceeds it ; the great wild vision of death and night, cast into J[ 
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words which have the very sound of wind and storm and 
water, the very shape and likeness of things actually touched 
or seen : the soft and sublime song of dawn as it rises on 
the thinker deep sunk in meditation on death and on life to 
come : the strange dialogue underground, grim and sweet, 
between the corpse and the rose-tree : the song of exile in 
sweet as flowers and bitter as tears : the lofty poem of 
suffering which rejects the old Roman refuge of stoic suicide : 
the light swift song of a lover^s quarrel between the earth and 
the sun in wintertime : the unspeakably sweet song of the 
daisy that smiles at coming winter, the star that smiles at 
coming night, the soul that smiles at coming death : the most 

athetic and heroic song of all, the cry of exile towards the 
ves of the beloved over sea, that weeps and is not weary : 
the simple and sublime verses on the mountain desolation 
to which truth and conscience were the guides : the four 
magnificent studies of sea and land, Promenades dans Us 
rochers : the admirable verses on that holy mystery of terror 
perceptible in the most glorious works alike of nature and of 
poetry : all these and more are fitly wound up by the noble 
hymn on planting the oak of the United States of Europe in 
the garden of the house of exile. A few of the briefer among 
these may here be taken as examples of a gift not merely 

nequalled but unapproached by any but the greatest among 
ts. And first we may choose the following unsurpassable 
bsalm of evensong. 

1 Un hymne harmonieux sort des feuillcs du tremble ; 
j Les voyageurs craintifs, qui vent la nuit ensemble, 

Haussent la voix dans Tombre ou I'on doit se hdter. 
\ Laissez tout ce qui tremble 

• Chanter. * 
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Les marins fatigues sommeillent sur legouffre. 
La mer bleue ou V^suve dpand ses flots de soufre 
Se tait d^s qu'il s'^teint, et cesse de g^mir. 
Laissez tout ce qui soufTre 
Dormir. 



Quand la vie est mauvaise on la rSve meilleure. 
Les yeux en pleurs au ciel se Invent \ toute heure ; 
L'espoir vers Dieu se tourne et Dieu I'entend crier. 
Laissez tout ce qui pleure 
Prier. 

C'est pour renaitr^ailleurs qu'ici-bas on succombe. 
Tout ce qui tourbillonne appartient \ la tombe. 
II faut dans le grand tout tot ou tard s'absorber. 
Laissez tout ce qui tombe 
Tomber ! 



Next, we may take twp songs of earlier and later life^ whose 
contrast is perfect concord. 



<*» 



I. 

CHANSON n AUTREFOIS, 

Jamais elle ne raille, 
Etant un calme esprit ; 
Mais toujours elle rit. — 
Voici des brins de mousse avec des brins de paille ; 
Fauvette des roseaux, 
Fais ton nid sur les eaux. 

« Quand sous la clartd douce 

Qui sort de tes beaux yeux 
On passe, on est joyeux. — 
Voici des brins de paille avec des brins de mousse ; 
Martinet de Tazur, 
Fais ton nid dans mon mur. 
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Dans Taube avril se mire, 
£t les rameaux fleuris 
Sont pleins de petits cris. — 
Voici de son regard, voici de son sourire ; 
Amour, 6 doux vainqueur, 
Fais ton nid dans mon cceur. 



11. 

CHANSON D^AUJOURiyHUL 

e disais : — Dieu qu'aucun suppliant nMmportune, 
Quand vous m'^prouverez dans votre volontd, 
Laissez mon libre choix choisir dans la fortune 
Uun ou Fautre c6t^ ; 

Entre un riche esclavage et la pauvret^ Tranche 
Laissez-moi choisir, Dieu du cMre et du roseau ; 
Entre Por de la cage et le vert de la branchc 
Faites juge I'oiseau. — 

Maintenant je suis libre et la nuit me r^lame ; 
J*ai choisi I'^pre exil ; j'habite un bois obscur ; 
Mais je vois s'aliumer les dtoiles de I'dme 
Dans mon sinistre azur. 

If this can be surpassed for outward and inward sweet- 
ness, the following poem may perhaps have been equalled 
for sensible and spiritual terror in the range of lyric song. 

EN MARCHANT LA NUIT DANS UN BOIS. 

I. 



I 



II gr^le, il pleut. Neige et brume ; 
Fondri^re \ chaque pas. 
Le torrent veut, crie, ^cume, 
Et le rocher ne veut pas. 
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Le sabbat k notre oreille 
Jette ses vagues hourras. 
Un fagot sur une vieille 
Passe en agitant les bras. 

Passants hideux, clartcs blanches ; 
II semble, en ces noirs chemins, 
Que les hommes ont des branches. 
Que les arbres ont des mains, 

II. 
On entend passer un coche, 
Le lourd coche de la mort. 
II vient, il roule, il approche. 
L'eau hurle et la bise mord. 

Le dur cocher, dans la plainc 
Aux aspects noirs et changeants, 
Conduit sa voiture pleine 
De toute sorte de gens. 

Novembre souffle, la lerre 
Fr^mit, la bourrasque fond ; 
Les flCiches du sagittaire 
Sifflent dans le ciel profond. 

III. 

— Cocher, d'ou viens-tu ? dit I'arbre. 
— Ou vas-tu ? dit l'eau qui fuit. 
Le cocher est fait de marbre 
Et le coche est fait de nuit. 

II emporte beaut^, gloire, 
Joic> amour, plaisirs bruyants ; 
La voiture est toute noire, 
Les chevaux sont effrayants. 

L'arbre en frissonnant s'incline. 
L'eau sent les joncs se dresser. 
Le buisson sur la colline 
Grimpe pour le voir passer. 
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IV. 

Le brin d^erbe sur la roche, 
Le nuage dans le ciel, 
Regarde marcher cc coche, 
Et croit voir rouler Babel. 

Sur sa mome silhouette, 
Battant de Paile \ grands cris, 
Volent I'orage, chouette, 
Et I'ombre, chauve-souris. 

Vent glac^, tu nous secoues ! 
Le char roule, et Toeil tremblant, 
A travers ses grandes roues, 
Voit un crdpuscule blanc. 

V. 

La nuit, sinistra merveille, 
Rdpand son effroi sacr^ ; 
Toute la foret sMveille, 
Comma un dormeur effard 

Apr^s les oiseaux, les ames ! 
Volez sous les cieux blafards. 
L'^tang, miroir, rit aux femmes 
Qui sortent des nenuphars. 

L'air sanglote, et le vent rdle, 
Et, sous I'obscur firmament, 
I La nuit sombre et la mort pAlc 

Se regardant fixement. 

But the twenty-fifth poerii in this book of lyrics has 
assuredly never been excelled since first .the impulse of 
articulate song awoke in the first recorded or unrecorded 



poet 



Proscrit, ragarda les roses ; 
Mai joyeux, de I'aube en pleurs 
Les revolt toutes ^closes ; 
Proscrit, regarde les fleurs. 



LES QUATRE VENTS DE V ESPRIT 95 




— Je pcnse 
Aux roses que je semai. 
Le mois de mai sans la France, 
Ce n'est pas le mois de mai. 

Proscrit, regarde. les tombes ; 
Mai) qui rit aux cieux si beaux, 
Sous les baisers des colombes 
Fait palpiter les tombeaux. 

— ^Je pense 
Aux yeux chers que je fermai. 
Le mois de mai sans la France, 
Ce n'est pas le mois de mai. 

Proscrit, regarde les branches, 
Les branches ou sont les nids ; 
Mai les remplit d'ailes blanches 
Kt de soupirs infinis. 

— Je pense 
Aux nids charmants ou j'aimai. 
Le mois de mai sans la France, 
Ce n'est pas le mois de mai. 
Mai 1854. 

In October of the same year — the second year of his long 
exile — a loftier note of no less heavenly melody was sounded 
by the lyric poet who alone of all his nation has taken his 
place beside Coleridge and Shelley. The word 'passant,' 
as addressed by the soul to the body, is perhaps the very 
finest expression of his fervent faith in immortality to be ^ 
found in all the work of Victor Hugo. 

II est un peu tard pour faire la belle, 
Reine marguerite ; aux champs d^fleuris 
Bientot vont soufifler le givre et la gr^le. 
Passant, I'hiver vient, et je lui souris. 



/ 
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II est un peu tard pour faire la belle, 
Etoile du soir ; les rayons taris 
Sont tous retoumds h. Taube dtemelle. 
— Passant, la nuit vient, et je lu: souris. 

II est un peu tard pour faire la belle, 
Mon dme ; joyeuse en mes noirs d^ris, 
Tu m'^blouis, fi^re et rouvrant ton aile. 
— Passant, la mort vient, et je lui souris. 

No date is affixed to the divine song of yearning after 
home and the graves which make holier for every man old 
enough to have been a mourner the native land which holds 
them. The play on sound which distinguishes the last 
repetition of the burden is the crowning evidence that the 
subtlest effect of pathos and the most austere effect of sub- 
limity may be conveyed through a trick of language familiar 
in their highest and most serious moods to iEschylus and to 
Shakespeare. 




EXIL, 

Si je pouvais voir, 6 patrie, 
Tes amandiers et tes lilas, 
Et fouler ton herbe fleurie, 
Hdlas ! 

Si je pouvais, — mais, 6 mon p^re, 
O ma m^re, je ne peux pas, — 
Prendre pour chevet votre pierre, 
Hdlas ! 

Dans le froid cercueil qui vous g6ne. 
Si je pouvais vous parler has, 
Mon fr^re Abel, mon fr^re Eugene, 
Hdas ! 
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Si je pouvSiis, 6 ma colombe, 
£t toi, m^re, qui t'envolas, | 
M'agenouiller sur votre tombe, 
Hdas! 

Oh ! vers P^toile solitaire, 
Comme je I^verais les bras ! 
Comme je baiserais la terre, 
Hdlas ! i 

Loin de vous, 6 morts que je pleure, 
Des flots noirs j'^coute le glas ; 
Je voudrais fuir, mais je demeure, 
H^las ! 

Pourtant le sort, cachd dans Pombre, 
Se trompe si, comptant mes pas, 
II croit que le vieux marcheur sombre 
Est las. 

The epic book is the most tragic and terrible of all exist- 
ing poems of its kind ; if indeed we may say that it properly 
belongs to any kind existing before its advent. The grow* 
ing horror of the gradual vision of history, from Henri the 
Fourth to his bloody and gloomy son, from Louis the Thir- 
teenth to the murderer and hangman of the Palatinate and 
the C^vennes, from Louis the Fourteenth to the inexpressible 
pollution of incarnate ignominy in his grandson, seems to 
heave and swell as a sea towards the coming thunder which 
was to break above the severed head of their miserable 
son. 

And next year came Torquemada : one of the greatest 
masterpieces of the master poet of our century. The con- 
struction of this tragedy is absolutely original and unique : 
free and full of change as the wildest and loosest and 

H 
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roughest of dramatic structures ever flung together, and left 
to crumble or cohere at the pleasure of accident or of luck, by 
the rudest of primaeval playwrights : but perfect in harmoni- 
ous unity of spirit, in symmetry or symphony of part with 
part, as the most finished and flawless creation of Sophocles 
or of Phidias. Between some of the characters in this play 
and some of those in previous plays of Hugo's there is a 
certain resemblance as of kinship, but no touch or shadow 
of mere repetition or reproduction from types which had 
been used before : Ferdinand the Catholic has something in 
his lineaments of Louis the Just, and Gucho of UAngely in 
Marion de Lorme : the marquis of Fuentel has a touch of 
Gunich in Zes deux trouvailles de Gallus^ redeemed by a 
better touch of human tenderness for his recovered grand- 
son. The young lovers are two of the loveliest figures, 
Torquemada is one of the sublimest, in all the illimitable 
world of dramatic imagination. The intensity of interest, 
anxiety, and terror, which grows by such rapid and subtle 
stages of development up to the thunderstroke of royal 
decision at the close of the first act, is exchanged in the 
second for an even deeper and higher kind of emotion. The 
confrontation of the hermit with the inquisitor, magnificent 
enough already in its singleness of effect, is at once trans- 
figured and completed by the apparition of the tremendous 
figure whose very name is tragedy, whose very shadow 
sufficed for the central and the crowning terror which dark- 
ened the stage oiLucrhc Borgia. 

Le Chasseur. 

Le hasard a p^tri la cendre avec Tinstant ; 

Cet amalgame est I'homme. Or, moi-m^me n'dtant 



TORQUEMADA 99 

Comme vous que mati^re, ah ! je serais stupide 
D'etre hdsitant et lourd quand la joie est rapide, 
De ne point mordre en h«lte au plaisir dans la nuit, 
Et de ne pas goQter \ tout, puisque tout fuit ! 
Avant tout, etre heureux. Je prends k mon service 
Ce qu'on appelle crime et ce qu'on nonune vice. 
L'inceste, prdjugd. Le meurtre, exp^ient. 
J'honore le scrupule en le congddiant. 
Est-ce que vous croyez que, si ma fille est belle, 
Je me general, moi, pour etre amoureux d*elle ! 
Ah qa, mais je serais un imb<$cile. II faut 
Que j'existe. Allez done demander au gerfaut, 
A I'aigle, a Tepervier, si celte chair qu'il broie 
Est permise, et s'il sait de quel nid sort sa proie. 
Parce que vous portcz un habit noir ou blanc, 
Vous vous croyez forcd d'etre inepte et tremblant, 
Et vous baissez les yeux devant cette ofTre immense 
Du bonhcur, que vous fait I'univers en ddmence. 
Ayons done de I'esprit. Profitons du temps. Ricn 
Etant le rt^sultat de la mort, vivons bien ! 
La salle de bal eroule et devient catacombe. 
L'ilme du sage arrive en dansant dans la tombe. 
Servez-moi mon festin. S'il exige aujourd'hui 
Un assaisonnement de poison pour autrui, 
Soit. (2u'importe la mort des autres ! J'ai la vie. 
Je suis une faim, vaste, ardcnte, inassouvie. 
Mort, jc veux t'oublier ; Dieu, je veux t'i^^norer. 
Oui, le monde est pour moi le fruit i devurer. 
Vivant, je suis en hate heureux ; mort, je m'echappe ! 

FraN(^'01S de Paule, ct Torquemada, 
Qu'est-ee que ce bandit ? 

TORQUEMADA. 

Mon p^re, c*est le pape. 

The third act revives again the more immediate and 
personal interest of the drama. Terror and pity never rose 

HS 
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higher, never found utterance more sublime and piercings 
in any work of any poet in the world, than here in the scene 
of the supplication of the Jews, and the ensuing scene of 
the triumph of Torquemada. 

The Jews enter ; men, women, and children all covered 
with ashes and clothed in rags, barefoot, with ropes round 
their necks, some mutilated and made infirm by torture, v! 

dragging themselves on crutches or on stumps ; others, whose 
eyes have been put out, are led by children. And their « 
spokesman pleads thus with the king and the queen of the 
kingdoms from whence they are to be driven by Christian 
jurisdiction. * 

MoiSE-BEN-H AHi H, grand rabbin^ <i genoux. 

Altesse de Castille, altesse d'Aragon, 

Roi, reine ! 6 notre maitre, et vous, notre maitresse, 

Nous, vos tremblants sujets, nous sornmes en d^tresse, 

Et, pieds nus, corde au cou, nous prions Uieu d'abord, 

Et vous ensuite, etant dans Tombre de la mort, 

Ayant plusieurs de nous qu'on va livrer aux flammcs, 

Et tout le reste ^tant chasst?, vieillards el fcmmes, 

Et, sous Fceil qui volt tout du fond du firmament, 

Rois, nous vous apportons notre gemissement. 

Altcsses, vos ddcrets sur nous se pr^cipitent, 

Nous pleurons, et les os de nos p^res palpitent ; 

Le s^pulcre pensif tremble \ cause de vous. 

Ayez pitid Nos coeurs sont fidcles et dqux ; 

Nous vivons enferm^s dans nos maisons ^troites. 

Humbles, seuls ; nos lois sont tr6s simples et tr^s droites^ 

Tellement qu*un enfant les mettrait en ^crit. 

Jamais le juif ne chante et jamais il ne rit. 

Nous payons le tribut, n'importe quelles sommes. 

On nous remue li terre avec le pied ; nous sommes 
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Comme le v^tement d'un homme assassin^. 

Gloire \ Dieu ! Mais faut-il qu' avec le houveau-n^ 

Avec I'enfant qu'on tette, avec Tenfant qu'on s^vrc, 

Nu, poussant devant lui son chien, son boeuf^ sa ch&vre, 

Israel fuie et coure ^pars dans tous les sens ! 

Qu'on ne soit plus un peuple et qu^on soit des passants * 

Kois, ne nous faites pas chasser k coups de piques, 

Et Dieu vous ouvrira des portes magnifiques. 

Ayez piti^ de nous. Nous sommes accabl^s. 

Nous ne verrons done plus nos arbres et nos bMs ! 

Les m^res n'auront plus de lait dans leurs mamelles ! 

Les bcles dans les bois sont avec leurs femellcs, 

Les nids dorment heureux sous les branches blottis, 

On laisse en paix la biche allaiter ses petits, 

Permettez-nous de vivre aussi, nous, dans nos caves, 

Sous nos pauvres toits, presque au bagne et presque 

esclaves, 
Mais auprcs des cercueils de nos p6res ! daignez 
Nous souffrir sous vos pieds de nos larmes baignds ! 
Oh ! la dispersion sur les routes lointaines, 
Quel deuil ! Permettez-nous de boire ii nos fontaines 
Et de vivre en nos champs, et vous prospt^rerez. 
Ht^las ! nous nous tordons les bras, d(^sespcres ! 
Epargnez-nous I'exil, 6 rois, et I'agonie 
De la solitude lipre, dtemelle, infinie ! 
Laisseznous la patrie et laissez-nous le ciel ! 
Le pain sur qui Ton pleure en mangeant est du fiel. 
Ne soyez pas le vent si nous sommes la cendre. 
Voici notre ran^on, hdlas ! daignez la prendre. 
O rois,' protdgez-nous. Voyez nos ddsespoirs. 
Soyez sur nous, liiais non comme des anges noirs ; 
Soyez des anges bons et doux, car I'aile sombre 
Et I'aile blanche, 6 rois, ne font pas la mcme ombre. 
Rdvoquez votre arret. Rois, nous vous supplions 
Par vos aieux sacrt's, grands comme les lions, 
Par les tombeaux des rois, par les tombeaux des reines, 
Profonds et pcnetres de lumicres screines. 
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Et nous ihettons nos coeurs, 6 maitres des humains, 
Nos pri^res, nos deuils dans les petites mains 
De votre infante Jeanne, innocente, et pareille 
A la fraise des bois ou se pose I'abeille. 
Roi, reine, ayez pitid ! 

After the sublime and inexpressible pathos of this 
' appeal from age and innocence against the most execrable of 
all religions that ever infected earth and verified hell, it 
would have been impossible for any poet but one to find 
expression for the passion of unselfish faith in that in- 
fernal creed which should not merely horrify and disgust us. 
But when Hugo brings before us the figure of the grand 
inquisitor in contemplation of the supreme act of faith ac- 
complished in defiance of king and queen to the greater glory 
of God, for the ultimate redemption of souls else con- 
demned to everlasting torment, the rapture of the terrible 
redeemer, whose faith is in salvation by fire, is rendered into 
words of such magical and magnificent inspiration that the 
conscience of our fancy is wellnigh conquered and convinced 
and converted for the moment as we read. 

TORQUEMADA. 

O fete, 6 gloire, 6 joie ! 
La cldmence terrible et superbe flamboie ! 
Ddivrance h, jamais ! Damn^s, soyez absous ! 
Le bucher sur la terre dteint Tenfer dessous. 
Sois b^ni, toi par qui Time au bonheur remonte, 
BC^cher, gloire du feu dont I'enfer est la honte, 
Issue aboutissant au radieux chemin, 
Porte du paradis rouverte au genre humain, 
Mis^ricorde ardente aux caresses sans nombre, 
Myst(Srieux rachat des esclaves de Pombre, 
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Auto-da-f(f ! Pardon, bont^, lumi^re, feu, 
Vie ! ^blouissement de la face de Dleu ! 

Oh ! quel depart splendide et que d'ilmes sauv^es ! 

Juifs, m^r^ants, p€cheurs, 6 mes chores couv^s, 

Un court tourment vous paie un bonheur infini ; 

Uhomme n'est plus maudit, Thomme n'est plus banni ; 

Le salut s'ouvre au fond des cieux. Uamour s'^veille, 

Et voici son triomphe, et voici sa merveille ! 

Quelle extase ! entrer droit au ciel ! ne pas languir ! 

Cris dans le brasier. 

Entendez-vous Satan hurler de les voir fuir ? 

Que I'dternel format pleure en I'^temel bouge ! 

J*ai pousse de mes poings I'dnormc porte rouge. 

Oh ! comme il a y^incd lorsque je refermais 

Sur lui les deux battants hideux, Toujours, Jamais ! 

Sinistre, il est restd derri^re le mur sombre. 
* // regarde le del. 

Oh ! j'ai pans<$ la plaie eflfrayante de I'ombre. 

Le paradis souffrait ; le ciel avait au flanc 

Cet ulcere, I'enfer brulant, I'enfer sanglant ; 

J'ai posd sur I'enfefr la flamme bienfaitrice, 

Et j'en vois dans I'immense azur la cicatrice. 

C'ctait ton coup de lance au cot^, J^sus-Christ ! 
'^ Hosanna ! la blessure <$temelle gu^rit. 

Plus d'enfer. CeSl fini. Les douleurs sont taries. 
// rcgardc le quemadero, 

Rubis de la fournaise ! 6 braises ! pierreries ! 
^ Flambez, tisons ! br(ilez, charbons ! feu souverain, 

Pdtille ! liiis, bficher ! prodigieux ^crin 

D'^tincelles qui vont devenir des dtoiles ! 

Les dmes, hors des corps comme hors de leurs voiles, 

S'en vont, et le bonheur sort du bain de tourments ! 

Spiendeur ! magnificence ardente ! flamboiements ! 

Satan, mon ennemi, qu'en dis-tu ? ♦ 

En extase. 

Feu ! lavage 

' De toutes les noirceurs par la flamme sauvage ! 
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Transfiguration supreme ! acte de foi ! 

Nous sommes deux sous Poeil de Dieu, Satan et moi. 

Deux porte-fourches, lui, moi. Deux maitres des flammes. 

Lui perdant les humains, moi secourant les dmes ; 

Tous deux bourreaux, faisant par le meme moyen 

Lui Penfer, moi le ciel, lui le mal, moi le bien ; 

II est dans le cloaque et je suis dans le temple, 

Et le noir tremblement de I'ombre nous contemple. 

// se retourne vers les supplicUs, 
Ah ! sans moi, vous ^tiez perdus, mes bien-aimds ! 
La piscine de feu vous dpure enilammds. 
Ah ! vous me maudissez pour un instant qui passe, 
Enfants ! mais tout \ I'heure, oui, vous me rendrez grdce 
Quand vous verrez \ quoi vous avez dchappd ; 
Car, ainsi que Michel- Archange, j'ai frappe ; 
Car les blancs seraphins, pcnchds au puits de soufre, 
Raillent le monstrueux avortement du gouflfre ; 
Car votre hurlement de haine arrive au jour, 
Bdgaie, et, stupdfait, s'achcve en chant d'amour ! 
Oh ! comme j'ai souffert de vous voir dans les chambres 
De torture, criant, pleurant, tordant vos membres, 
Manias par I'etau d'airain, par le fer chaud ! 
Vous voilh. delivrds, partez, fuyez Ik-haut ! 
Entrez au paradis ! 

// sepenche et scmble reganlcr sous terre, 
Non, tu n'auras plus d'dmes ! 
// se redresse. 
Dieu nous donne Pappui que nous lui demanddmes, 
Et Phomme est hors du gouffre. Allez, allez, allez ! 
A travers I'ombre ardente et les grands feux ailes, 
Udvanouissement de la fumee emporte 
Lk-haut I'esprit vivant sauvd de la chair morte ! 
Tout le vieux crime humain de Thpmme est arrachd ; 
L'un avait son erreur, Tautre avait son p^chd, 
Faute ou.vice, chaque lime avait son monstre en ellc 
Qui rongeait sa lumi6re et qui mordait son aile ; 
L'ange expirait en proie au ddmon. Maintcnant 
Tout brOle, et le partage auguste et rayonnant 
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Se fait devant J^sus dans la clart^ des tombcs. 
Dragons, tombez en cendre ; envolez-vous, colombes ! 
Vous que I'enfer tenait, liberty ! liberty ! 
Montez de I'ombre au jour. Changez d*^temit^ ! 

The last act would indeed be too cruel for endurance if 
It were not too beautiful for blame. But not the inquisition 
itself was more inevitably inexorable than is the spiritual 
law, the unalterable and immitigable instinct, of tragic 
poetry at its highest. Dante could not redeem Francesco, 
Shakespeare could not rescue Cordelia. To none of us, we 
must think, can the children of a great ix)et*s divine ima- 
gination seem dearer or more deserving of mercy than they 
seemed to their creator : but when poetry demands their 
immolation, they must die, that they may live for ever. 

Once more, but now for the last time, the world was to 
receive yet another gift from the living hand of the greatest 
man it had seen since Shakespeare. Towards the close of 
his eighty-second year he bestowed on us the crowning 
volume of his crowning work, the imperishable and inap- 
preciable Lcgendc des Siecks, And at the age of eighty- 
three years, two months, and twenty-six days, he entered into 
rest for ever, and into glory which can perish only with the 
memory of all things memorable among all races and 
nations of mankind. 

I have spoken here — and no man can know so well or 
feel so deeply as m)'self with what imperfection of utterance 
and inadequacy of insight I have spoken — of Victor Hugo 
as the whole world knew and as all honourable or intelligent 
men regarded and revered him. But there are those among 
his friends and mine who would have a right to wonder if 
no word were here to be said of the unsolicited and un- 
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merited kindness which first vouchsafed to take notice of a 
crude and puerile attempt to render some tribute of thanks 
for the gifts of his genius just twenty-three years ago ; of 
the kindness which was always but too ready to recognize and 
requite a gratitude which had no claim on him but that of 
a very perfect loyalty ; of the kindness which many years 
afterwards received me as a guest under his roof with the 
welcome of a father to a son. Such matters, if touched on 
at all, unquestionably should not be dwelt on in public : 
but to give them no word whatever of acknowledgment at 
parting would show rather unthankful ness than reserve in 
one who was honoured so far above all possible hope or 
merit by the paternal goodness of Victor Hugo. 
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1883. 

' Chacun a sa mani^re. Quant k moi, qui parle id, j'admiie tout» 
comme une brute. —N'esp^rez done aucune critique. — ^Je ne chicane 
point ces grands bienfaiteurs-lk. Ce que vous qualiHez d^faut, je le 
qualifie accent. Je re^ois et je remercie. — Ayant eu Thonneur d'etre 
appel^ ** niais " par plusieurs ecrivains et critiques distingu^, je cherche 
i justifier I'epith^te.* 

The greatest work of the century is now at length complete. 
It is upwards of twenty-four years since the first part of it was 
sent home to France from Guernsey. Eighteen years later 
we received a second instalment of the yet unexhausted 
treasure. And here, at the age of eighty-one, the sovereign 
poet of the world has placed the copingstone on the / 
stateliest of spiritual buildings that ever in modem times 
has been reared for the wonder and the worship of man- 
kind. 

Those only to whom nothing seems difficult because 
nothing to them seems greater than themselves could find it 
other than an arduous undertaking to utter some word of not 
unworthy welcome and thanksgiving when their life is sud- 
denly enriched and brightened by such an addition to its 
most precious things as the dawn of a whole new world of 
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song — and a world that may hold its own in heaven beside 
the suns created or evoked by the fiat of Shakespeare or of 
Dante. To review the Divine Conudy^ to dispose of Hamlet 
in the course of a leading article, to despatch in a few sen- 
tences the question 6f Paradise Lost and its claim to immor- 
tality, might seem easy to judges who should feel themselves 
on a level with the givers of these gifts ; for others it could 
be none the less difficult to discharge this Oilice because the 
gift was but newly given. One minor phase of the diffi- 
culty which presents itself is this : the temporary judge, self- 
elected to pass sentence on any supreme achievement of 
human power, must choose on which horn of an inevitable 
dilemma he may prefer to run the risk of impalement. If, 
recognising in this new master-work an equal share of the 
highest, qualities possible to man with that possessed and 
manifested by any previous writer of now unquestioned 
supremacy, he takes upon himself to admit, simply and 
honestly, that he does recognise this, and cannot choose but 
recognise it, he must know that his judgment will be received 
with no more tolerance or respect, with no less irritation and 
derision, than would have been, in Dante's time, the judg- 
ment of a critic who should have ventured to rank Dante 
above Virgil, in Shakespeare's time of a critic who should 
have dared to set Shakespeare beside Homer. If, on the 
other hand, he should abstain with all due discretion from 
any utterance or any intimation of a truth so ridiculous and 
untimely, he runs the sure and certain risk of leaving 
behind him a name to be ranked, by all who remember it at 
all, with those which no man mentions without a smile of 
compassion or of scorn, according to the quality of error dis- 
cernible in the critic's misjudgment : innocent and incurable 
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as the confidence of a Johnson or a Jeffrey, venomoiis 
and malignant as the rancour of Sainte-Beuve or Gifibrd. 
Of these two dangers I choose the former; and venture to 
admit, in each case with equal diffidence, that I do upon the 
whole prefer Dante to any Cino or Cecco, Shakespeare to 
all the Greenes and Peeles and Lillys, Victor Hugo to all 
or any, of their respective times. Tljie reader who has no 
tolerance for paradox or presumption has therefore fiiir 
warning to read no further. 

Auguste Vacquerie, of all poets and all men living the 
most worthy to praise the greatest poet of his century, has 
put on record long ago, with all the vivid ardour of his ad- 
mirable style, an experience of which I now am but too 
forcibly reminded. He was once invited by Victor Hugo 
to choose among the manuscripts of the master's unpublished 
work, from the drawers containing respectively some lyric or 
dramatic or narrative masterpiece, of which among the three 
, kinds he would prefer to have a sample first. Unable to 
select, he touched a drawer at random, which contained the 
opening chapters of a yet unfinished story — Les Miserables. 
If it is no less hard to choose where to begin in a notice of 
the Legende dcs Sikles — to decide what star in all this 
thronged and living heaven should first attract the direction 
of our critical telescope — it is on the other hand no less 
certain that on no side can the telescope be misdirected. 
From the miraculous music of a legendary dawn, when the 
first woman felt first within her the movement of her first- 
born child, to the crowning vision of ultimate justice made 
visible and material in the likeness of the trumpet of doom, 
no radiance or shadow of days or nights intervening, no 
change of light or cadence of music in all the tragic pageant 
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of the centuries, finds less perfect expression and response 
less absolute refraction or reflection, than all that come and 
go before or after it. History and legend, fact and vision, 
are fused and harmonised by the mastering chrjm of moral 
unity in imaginative truth. There is no more possibility of 
discord or default in this transcendent work of human power 
than in the working of those powers of nature which transcend 
humanity. In the first verses of the overture we hear such 
depth and height of music, see such breadth and splendour 
of beauty, that we know at once these cannot but continue 
{ to the end ; and from the end, when we arrive at the goal of the 
* last line, we look back and perceive that it has been so. Were 
this overture but a thought less perfect, a shade less triumphant, 
we might doubt if what was to follow it could be as perfect 
and triumphant as itself. We might begin — and indeed, as 
it is, there are naturally those who have begun— to debate 
with ourselves or to dispute with the poet as to the details 
of his scheme, the selection of his types, the propriety of 
his method, the accuracy of his title. There are those who 
\ would seem to infer from the choice of this title that the 
book is, in the most vulgar sense, of a purely legendary 
cast \ who object, for example, that a record of unselfish 
and devoted charity shown by the poor to the poor is, 
happily, no * legend.' Writers in whom such self-exposure 
of naked and unashamed ignorance with respect to the 
rudiments of language is hardly to be feared have appa- 
rently been induced or inclined to expect some elaborate 
and orderly review of history, some versified chronicle of 
celebrated events and significant epochs, such as might 
perhaps be of subsidiary or supplementary service in the 
training of candidates for a competitive examination ; and 
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on finding something very different from this have tossed 
head and shrugged shoulder in somewhat mistimed im- 
patience, as at some deception or misnomer on the great 
author's part which they, as men of culture and understand- 
ing, had a reasonable right to resent. The book, they affirm, 
is a mere agglomeration of unconnected episodes, irrelevant / 
and incoherent, disproportionate and fortuitous, chosen at 
random by accident or caprice ; it is not one great palace 
of poetry, but a series or congeries rather of magnificently 
accumulated fragments. It may be urged in answer to this 
impeachment that the unity of the book is not logical but / 
spiritual ; its diversity is not accidental or chaotic, it is the 
result and expression of a spontaneous and perfect harmony, \ 
as clear and as profound as that of the other greatest works " 
achieved by man. To demonstrate this by rule and line of ' 
syllogism is no present ambition of mine. A humbler, a 
safer, and perhaps a more profitable task would be to 
attempt some flying summary, some glancing revision of 
the three great parts which compose this mightiest poem of 
our age ; or rather, if this also should seem too presump- 
tuous an aspiration, to indicate here and there the ix)ints 
to which memory and imagination are most fain to revert 
most frequently and brood upon them longest, with a 
deeper delight, a more rapturous reverence, than waits upon 
the rest. Not that I would venture to assert or to insinuate i 
that there is in any poem of the cycle any note whatever of ! 
inferiority or disparity ; but having neither space nor time ' 
nor power to speak, however inadequately, of each among 
the hundred and thirty-eight poems which compose the 
now perfect book, I am compelled to choose, not quite at 
random, an example here and there of its highest and most j 
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typical qualities. In the first book, for instance, of the first^ 
series, the divine poem on Ruth and Boaz may properly be 
taken as representative of that almost indefinable quality 
which hitherto has seemed more especially the gift oi 
Dante : a fusion, so to speak, of sublimity with sweetness, 
the exaltation of loveliness into splendour and simplicity into 
mystery, such as glorifies the close of his Purgatory and the 
opening of his Paradise, Again, the majestic verses which ^ 
bring Mahomet before us at his end strike a deeper impres- 
sion into the memory than is left by the previous poem on 
the raising of Lazarus ; and when we pass into the cycle of ^ 
heroic or chivalrous legend we find those poems the loftiest 
and the loveliest which have in them most of that prophetic 
and passionate morality which makes the greatest poet, in 
this as in some other ages, as much a seer as a singer, an 
evangelist no less than an artist. Hugo, for all his dramatic 
and narrative mastery of effect, will always probably remind 
men rather of such poets as Dante or Isaiah than of such 
poets as Sophocles or Shakespeare. We cannot of course 
imagine the Florentine or the Hebrew endowed with his 
infinite variety of sympathies, of interests, and of powers ; 
but as little can we imagine in the Athenian such height 
and depth of passion, in the Englishman such unquenchable 
and sleepless fire of moral and prophetic faith. And hardly 
in any one of these, though Shakespeare may perhaps be 
excepted, can we recognise the same buoyant and childlike 
exultation in such things as are the delight of a high-hearted 
child — in free glory of adventure and ideal daring, in the 
triumph and rapture of reinless imagination, which gives 
now and then some excess of godlike empire and super- 
human kingship to their hands whom his hands have 
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created, to the lips whose life is breathed into them from 
his own. By the Homeric stature of the soul he measures 
the heroic capacity of the sword. And indeed it b hardly ui 
our century that men who do not wish to provoke laughter 
should venture to mock at a poet who puts a horde to 
flight before a hero, or strikes down strongholds by the 
lightning of a single will No right and no power to dis- 
believe in the arm of Hercules or the voice of Jesus can 
rationally remain with those who have seen Garibaldi take 
a kingdom into the hollow of his hand, and not one man 
but a whole nation arise from the dead at the sound of the 
word of Mazzini. 

Two out of the five heroic poems which compose the\ 
fourth book of the first series will always remain types of 
what the genius of Hugo could achieve in two opposite 
lines. All the music of morning, all the sunshine of 
romance, all the sweetness and charm of chivalry, will come 
back upon all readers at the gracious and radiant name of 
Aymerillot \ all the blackness of darkness, rank with fumes 
of blood and loud with cries of torment, which covers in so 
many quarters the histor)', not romantic but actual, of the 
ages called ages of faith, will close in upon the memory 
which reverts to the direful Day of Kings. The sound of 
the final note struck in the latter poem remains in the 
mind as the echo of a crowning peal of thunder in the 
ear of one entranced and spell -stricken by the magnetism of 
storm. The Pyrenees belong to Hugo as the western coasts 
of Italy, Neapolitan or Tuscan, belong to Shelley ; they can 
never again be done into words and translated mto music 
as for once they have been by these. It can hardly be said 
that he who knows the Pyrenees has read Victor Hugo ; 
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but certainly it may be said that he who knows Victor Hugo 

l^as seen the Pyrenees. From the author's prefatory avowal that 

>/nis book contains few bright or smiling pictures, a reader would 

never have inferred that so many of its pages are fragrant with 

all the breath and radiant with all the bloom of April or May 

among the pine-woods and their mountain lawns, ablaze with 

ardent blossom and astir with triumphant song. Tragedy may 

be hard at hand, with all the human train of sorrows and 

passions and sins ; but the glory of beauty, the loveliness of 

love, the exultation of noble duty and lofty labour in a stress 

of arduous joy, these are the influences that pervade the 

world and permeate the air of the poems which deal with 

the Christian cycle of heroic legend,*^ whose crowning image 

is the ideal figure of the Cid. To tliis highest and purest 

type of mediaeval romance or history the fancy of the great 

poet whose childhood was cradled in Spain turns and 

returns throughout the course of his threefold masterpiece 

with an almost national pride and passion of sublime delight. 

Once in the first part and once in the third his chosen hero 

is set before us in heroic verse, doing menial service for his 

father in his father's house, and again, in a king's palace, 

doing for humanity the sovereign service of tyrannicide. 

But in tKe second part it seems as though the poet could 

hardly, with his fullest effusion of lyric strength and sweetness, 

do enough to satisfy his loving imagination of the perfect 

knight, most faithful and most gentle and most terrible, whom 

he likens even to the very Pic du Midi in its majesty of solitude. 

Each fresh blast of verse has in it the ring of a golden clarion 

[which proclaims in one breath the honour of the loyal soldier 

land the dishonour of the disloyal king. There can hardly 

1)e in any language a more precious and wonderful study of 
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technical art in verse of the highest kind of simplicity than 
this Romanaro du Cidy with its jet of luminous and burnings 
song sustained without lapse or break through sixteen 
* fyttes * of plain brief ballad metre. It is hard to say whe- 
ther the one only master of all forms and kinds of poetry 
that ever left to all time the proof of his supremacy in all 
has shown most "clearly by his use of its highest or his use 
of its simplest forms the innate and absolute equality of the 
French language as an instrument for poetry with the Greek 
of u4!)schylus and of Sappho, the English of Milton and of 
Shelley. 

But among all Hugo's romantic and tragic poems of 
mediaeval history or legend the two greatest are in my mind 
Eviradniis and RatherU I cannot think it would be rash to 
assert that the loveliest love-song in the world, the purest 
and keenest rapture of lyric fancy, the sweetest and clearest 
note of dancing or dreaming music, is that which rings for 
ever in the ear which has once caught the matchless echo 
of such lines as these that must once more be quoted, as 
though all the world of readers had not long since known 
them by heart : — r: 

Viens, sois tendre, je suis ivre. 
O les verts taillis mouillds ! 
Ton sou tile te fera suivre 
Des papillons rdveill^s. 



Allons-nous-en par I'Autriche ! 
Nous aurons I'aube \ nos frdvits ; 
Jc serai grand, et toi riche, 
Puisque nous nous aimerons. 

• • • ■ t 
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Tu seras dame, et moi comte ; 

Viens, mon coeur s'^panouit, 

Viens, nous conterons ce conte 

Aux ^toiles de la nuit. 
y' 

The poet would be as sure of a heavenly immortality in the 

hearts of men as any lyrist of Greece itself, who should only 

have written the fourteen stanzas of the song from which I 

have ventured to choose these three. All the sounds and 

shadows of a moonlit wilderness, all the dews and murmurs 

and breaths of midsummer midnight, have become for once 

articulate in such music as was never known even to 

Shakespeare's forest of Arden. In the heart of a poem so 

full of tragedy and terror that Hugo alone could have 

brightened it with his final touch of sunrise, this birdlike 

rapture breaks out as by some divine effect of unforbidden 

and blameless magic 

And yet, it may be said or thought, the master of 

masters has shown himself even greater in Rathert than in 

Eviradnus, This most tragic of poems, lit up by no such 

lyric interlude, stands unsurpassed even by its author for 

tenderness, passion, divine magnificence of righteous wrath, 

august and pitiless command of terror and pity. /Vrom the 

/. kingly and priestly conclave of debaters more dark than 

Milton's to the superb admonition of loyal liberty in speech 

that can only be silenced by murder, and again from the 

heavenly and heroic picture of childhood worshipped by old 

age to the monstrous banquet of massacre, when the son 

of the prostitute has struck his perjured stroke of state, the 

poem passes through a change of successive pageants each 

fuller of splendour and wonder, of loveliness or of horror^ 

than the last / But the agony of the hero over the little 
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corpse of the child murdered with her plaything in her hand 
*-the anguish that utters itself as in peal upon peal of 
thunder, broken by sobs of storm — the full crash of the 
final imprecation, succeeded again by such unspeakably 
sweet and piteous appeal to the little dead lips and eyes that 
would have answered yesterday — and at last the one crown- 
ing stroke of crime which calls down an answering stroke 
of judgment from the very height of heaven, for the comfort 
and refreshment and revival of all hearts — these are things 
of which no praise can speak aright ^ Shakespeare only, \ 
were he living, would be worthy to write on Hugo's Fabrice | 
as Hugo has written on Shakespeare's Lear. History will 1 , 
forget the name of Bonaparte before humanity forgets the \ 
name of Ratbert. 

But if this be the highest poem of all for passion and 
pathos and fire of terrible emotion, the highest in sheer sub- 
limity of imagination is to my mind Zim-Zizimu Again and 
again, in reading it for the first time, one thinks that surely 
now the utmost height is reached, the utmost faculty revealed, 
that can be possible for a spirit clothed only with human 
powers, armed only with human speech. And always one 
finds the next step forward to be yet once more a step up- 
ward, even to the very end and limit of them all. Neither in 
Homer nor in Milton, nor in the English version of Job or 
Ezekiel or Isaiah, is the sound of the roll and surge of 
measured music more wonderful than here. Even after the 
vision of the tomb of Belus the miraculous impression of 
splendour and terror, distinct in married mystery, and 
diverse in unity of warning, deepens and swells onward like 
a sea till we reach the incomparable psalm in praise of the 
beauty and the magic of womanhood made perfect and 
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made awful in Cleopatra, which closes in horror at the 
touch of a hand more powerful than Orcagna's. The walls 
of the Campo Santo are fainter preachers and feebler pur- 
suivants of the triumph of death than the pages of the poem 
which yet again renews its note of menace after menace and 
prophecy upon prophecy till the end. There is probably not 
one single couplet in all this sweet and bitter roll of song 
which could have been written by any poet less than the 
best or lower than the greatest of all time. 

Passants, quelqu*un veut-il voir Cl^opdtre au lit ? 

Venez ; l*alc6ve est mome, une brume I'emplit ; 

Cldopdtre est couchee \ jamais ; celte femme 

Fut reblouissement de I'Asie, et la flamme 

Que tout le genre humain avait dans son regard ; 

Quand elle disparut, le monde fut hagard ; 

Ses dents t^taient de perle et sa bouche dtait d'ambre ; 

Les rois mouraient d'amour en entrant dans sa cbambre ; 

Pour elle Ephractajus soumit I'Atlas, Sapor 

Vint d'Ozymandias saisir le cercle d'or, 

Mamylos conquit Suse et Tentyris detruite 

Et Palmyre, et pour elle Antoine prit la fuite ; 

Entre elle et I'univers qui s'offraient h la fois 

II hdsita, Idchant le monde dans son choix. 

Cl^op^tre ^galait les Junons etemelles ; 

Une chaine sortait de ses vagues prunelles ; 

O tremblant coeur humain, si jamais tu vibras, 

C'est dans I't^treinte alti^re et douce de ses bras ; 

Son nom seul enivrait ; Strophus n'osait I'^crire ; 

La terre s'dclairait de son divin sourire, 

A force de lumi^re et d'amour, effrayant ; 

Son corps semblafHneM d'azur ; en la voyant, 

V^nus, le soir, rentrait jalouse sous la nue ; 

Cl^opitre embaumait TEgypte ; toute nue, 

Elle brulait les yeux ainsi que le soleil ; 

Les roses enviaient I'ongle de son orteil ; 
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O vivants, allez voir sa tombe souveraine ; 

Fi^re, elle ^tait ddesse et daignait dtre reine ; 

Uamour prenait pour arc sa l^vre aux coins moqueurs ; 

Sa beautd rendait fous les fronts, les sens, les coeurs, 

£t plus que les lions rugissants ^tait forte ; 

Mais bouchez-vous le nez si vous passez la porte. i 

At every successive stage of his task, the man who un- %. 
dertakes to glance over this great cycle of poems must 
needs incessantly call to mind the most worn and hackneyed 
of all quotations from its author's works — *J'en passe, et ^ 
des meilleurs.' There is here no room, as surely there 
should nowhere now be any need, to speak at any length of 
the poems in which Roland plays the part of protagonist ; 
first as the beardless champion of a five days' fight, and 
again as the deliverer whose hand could clear the world of 
a hundred human wolves in one continuous sword-sweep. 
There is hardly time allowed us for one poor word or v 
two of tribute to such a crowning flower of song as Za \ 
Rose de VInfantey with its parable of the broken Armada 
made manifest in a wrecked fleet of drifting petals ; to the 
superb and sonorous chant of the buccaneers, in which all 
the noise of lawless battle and stormy laughter passes off 
into the carol of mere triumphant love and trust ; or even 
to the whole inner cycle of mystic and primaeval legend 
which seeks utterance for the human sense of oppression or 
neglect by jealous or by joyous gods ; for the wild profound 
revolt of riotous and trampled nature, the agony and pas- 
sion and triumph of invincible humanity, the protest and 
witness of enduring earth against the passing shades of > 
heaven, the struggle and the plea of eternal manhood 
against all transient forces of ephemeral and tyrannous god- 
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head Within the orbit of this epicycle one poem only of 
the first part, a star of strife and struggle, can properly be 
said to revolve ; but the light of that planet has fire enough 
to animate with its reflex the whole concourse of stormy 
stars which illuminate the world-wide wrestle of the giants 

; with the gods. The torch of revolt borne by the trans- 
figured satyr, eyed like a god and footed like a beast, kindles 
the lamp of hopeful and laborious rebellion which dazzles 

( us in the eye of the Titan who has seen beyond the world. 
In the song that struck -silence through the triumph of 
amazed Olympus there is a sound and air as of the sea or 
the Book of Job. There may be something of Persian or 
Indian mysticism, there is more of universal and imagin- 
ative reason, in the great allegoric myth wliich sets forth 
here how the half- brute child of one poor planet has in him 
the. seed, the atom, the principle of life everlasting, and 
dilates in force of it to the very type and likeness of the 
eternal universal substance which is spirit or matter of life ; 
and before the face of his transfiguration the omnipresent 
and omnipotent gods who take each their turn to shine and 
thunder are all but shadows that pass away. Since the 
Lord answered Job out of the whirlwind no ear has heard 
the burst of such a song ; but this time it is the world that 
answers out of its darkness the lords and gods of creed and 
oracle, who have mastered and have not made it. And 
in the cry of its protest and the prophecy of its advance 
there is a storm of swelling music which is as the' sound 

/ of the strength of rollers after the noise of the rage of 

I breakers. 

It is noticeable that the master of modern poets should 
have in the tone and colour of his genius more even of the 
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Hebrew than the Greek. In his love of light and freedom, I 
reason andjustice, he is not of Jerusalem, but of Athens ; 
but in the bent of his imagination, in the form and colour 
of his dreams, in the scope and sweepi of his \nde-winged . 
spiritual flight, he is nearer akin to the great insurgent ■ 
prophets of deliverance and restoration than to any poet of | 
Athens except only their kinsman ^schylus. It is almost 
wholly of the Persian war, the pass of Thermopylce, the 
strait of Euripus, that he sings whei^ he sings of Hellas. 
All his might of hand, all his conning of colour, all his 
measureless resources of sound and form and symbol, are 
put forth in the catalogue of nations and warriors subject to 
Xerxes. There is nothing in poetry so vast and tremendous 
of its kind as this pageant of immense and monstrous inva- 
sion. But indeed the choice of gigantic themes, the pre- 
dominance of colossal eflects, the prevalence of superhuman 
visions over the types and figures of human history or legend, 
may be regarded as a distinctive point of difference between 
the second and the first series. A tj'pical example of the 
second is the poem which has added an eighth wonder built 
by music to the seven wonders of the world, which it cele- 
brates in verse more surely wrought for immortality than they. 
Another is the song of the worm which takes up in answer to 
their chant of life and light and pride of place, and prolongs 
through measure after measure of rolling and reverberating 
verse, the note of a funereal and universal triumph, the pro- 
test and the proclamation of death. Another, attuned to 
that mighty music of meditation which rings through so 
many of the poems written in exile and loneliness, is the . 
stately prophetic hymn which bears the superscription of All 
ihe Past and all the Future, This might seem to belong 
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to the sixth book of the Contemplations^ in which the. same 
note of proud and ardent faith was struck so often with such 
sovereignty of hand. As much might be said of the great 
* abysmal ' poem which closes the second series with a sym- 
phony of worlds and spirits. Other groups of poems, in like 
manner, bear signs of common or of diverse kinship to former 
works of a creator whose spirit has put life into so many of 
the same likeness, yet with no more sign of repetition or weary 
monotony than is traceable in the very handiwork of nature. 
The book of idyls is of one inspiration with the Chansons 
des Rues et des Bats ; in both cases, as in so many of the 
poet's earlier lyric volumes, his incomparable fertility of 
speech and superb facility of verse leave almost an impres- 
sion as of work done by way of exercise, as though he were 
writing to keep his hand in, or to show for a wager with in- 
credulous criticism how long he could keep up the golden ball 
of metre, carve arabesques of the same pattern, play variations 
in the same key. But the Old Man's Idyl which closes the 
book belongs by kinship to another work of the poet's, more 
beloved and more precious to the inmost heart, if not more 
eminent for strength and cunning of hand, than any of these. 
In * the vcice of a child a year old ' there is the same welling 
and bubbling melody which flows and laughs and murmurs 
and glitters through the adorable verses oiLArt d^ctre Grand- 
J>ere^ making dim with love and delight the reader's or the 
hearer's eyes. At last the language of babies has found its 
interpreter ; and that, as might have been expected, in the 
greatest poet of his age. 

L'enfant apporte un peu de ce ciel dont il sort ; 
II ignore, il arrive ; homme, tu le recueilles. 
II a le tremblement des herbes et des feuilles. 
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La jascrie avant le langage est la fleur 

Qui prdc6de le fruit, moins beau qu'elle, et meilleur. 

Si c'est dtre meilleur qu'^tre plus n^cessaire. 

A conclusion which may be doubted when we consider 
as follows : — 

L'enfant fait la demande et I'ange la rdponse ; 
Le babil pu^ril dans le ciel bleu s'enfonce, 
Puis s'en revient, avec les hesitations 
Du moineau qui vcrrait planer les alcyons. 

Can language or can thought be lovelier? if so, the 
one possible instance is to be sought in these succeeding 
verses : — 

Quahd renfant jase avec I'ombre qui le bdnit. 
La fauvettc, attentive, au rebord de son nid 
Se dresse, et ses petits passent, pensifs et fr^les, 
Leurs tetes h travers les plumes de ses ailes ; 
La mere semble dire k sa couv^ : Entends, 
£t tache de parler aussi bicn. 

It seems and is not strange that the lips which distil 
such honey as this should be the same so often touched with 
a coal of fire from that * altar of Righteousness ' where 
i^schylus was wont to worship. The twenty-first section 
of the second series is in the main a renewal or completion 
of the work undertaken in the immortal Clidtiments, Even . 
in that awful and incomparable book of judgment such ' 
poems as La Colere du Bronze^ and the two following on the 
traffic of servile clerical rapacity in matters of death and 
burial, would have stood high among the stately legions of 
satire which fill its living pages with the sound and the 
splendour of righteous battle for the right ; but the verses 
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with which Hugo has branded the betrayer of Metz and 
Strasburg are hardly to be matched except by those with 
which, half a century ago, he branded the betrayer of the 
Duchess of Berry. Truly may all who read them cry out 
with the poet at their close, 

£t qui done maintenant dit qu'il s'est dvad^ ? 






^In Le Cimeticre tTEylau^ a poem to which we have now 
jn the third series of the book a most noble and exquisite 
pendant {Paroles de man Oficle\ 7j\\ the Homeric side of a 
poet born of warlike blood comes out into proud and bright 
relief. There is no better fighting in the Iliad ; it has the 
martial precision and practical fellow-feeling which animate 
in his battle-pieces the lagging verse of Walter Scott ; and 
it has of course that omnipresent breath and light and fire 
of perfect poetry which a Scott or a Byron is never quite 
permitted to attain. ^Beside or even above these two poems, 
that other which commemorates the devotion of a Vendean 
peasant chief will be set in the hearts of all readers com- 
petent to appreciate either heroic action or heroic song. 

The love of all high things which finds one form of ex- 
pression in warlike sympathy with warriors who can live and 
die for something higher than personal credit or success 
takes another and as natural a shape in the poems* which 
are inspired by love and worship of nature and her witness 
for liberty and purity and truth in the epic evangel of 
august and indomitable mountains. The sublimest cry of 
moral passion ever inspired by communion in spirit with 
these is uttered in the great poem on the Swiss mercenaries 
of the seventeenth century, which even among its fellows 
stands out eminent and radiant as an Alp at sunrise. 



ut 
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4 
Mountain and cataract, )he stars and the snows, never yet 

In any language found such a singer and interpreter as tliis. 
Two or three verses, two c»r three words, suffice for him to 
bring befoVe us, in fresh and actual presence, the very 
breath of the hills or the sea, the very lights and sounds 
and spaces of clouded or sunlit air. Juvenal is not so 
strong in righteousness, nor Pindar so sublime in illustra- 
tion, as the poet who borrowed from nature her highest 
symbols to illustrate the glory and the duty of righteous 
wrath and insuppressible insurrection against wrong-doing, 
when he wrote Le Regiment dii baron Madruce, 



L'homme s'est vendu. Soit. A-t-on dans le louage 
Compris le lac, le bois, la ronce, le nuage ? 
La nature revient, germe, fleurit, dissout, 
Fdconde, croit, ddcroit, rit, passe, efface tout. 
La Suisse est toujours \\ libre. Prend-on au pi6ge 
La precipice, I'ombre et la bise et la neige ? 
Signe-t-on des marchds dans lesquels il soit dit 
Que rOrteler s'enrole et devient un bandit ? 
Quel poing cyclopden, dites, 6 roches noires, 
Pourra briser la Dent de Morcle en vos michoires ? 
Quel assembleur de bceufs pourra forger un joug 
Qui du pic de Claris aille au piton de Zoug? 
C'est naturellement que les monts sont fiddles 
Et purs, ayant la forme Apre des citadelles, 
Ayant re^u de Dieu des creneaux ou, le soir, 
Uhomme peut, d'embrasure en embrasure, voir 
Etinceler le fer de lance des dtoiles. 
Est-il une araignde, aigle, qui dans ses toiles 
Puisse prendre la trombe et la rafale et toi ? 
Quel chef recrutera le Sal^ve ? ^ quel roi 
Le Mythen dira-t-il : * Sire, je vais descendre ! ' 
Qu'apr^s avoir dompt^ FAthos, quelque Alexandre, 
Sorte de h^ros monstre aux comes de taureau, 
Aille done relevcr sa robe h la Jungfrau ! 
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Comme la vierge, ayant Touragan sur I'^paule, 

Crachera Pavalanche \ la face du dr61e ! 

• ••••••• 

Non, rieD n'est mort ici. Tout grandit, et s'en vante. 
L'Helv^tie est sacr^e, et la Suisse est vivante ; 
Ces monts sont des h^ros et des religieux ; 
Cette nappe de neige aux plis prodigieux 
D*ou jaillit, lorsqu'en mai la tiMe brise ondoie, 
Toute une floraison folle d'air et de joie, 
£t d'ou sortent des lacs et des flots murmurants, 
N'est le linceul de riep, except^ des tyrans. 

This glorious poem of the first series finds a glorious echo 
in the twenty-fifth division of the second ; even as the Pyre- 
nean cycle which opened in the first series is brought in 
the second to fuller completion of equal and corresponsive 
achievement. It is wonderful, even in this vast world of 
poetic miracle where nothing is other than wonderful, that 
Masferrer should be equal to Aymerillot in frank majesty of 
beauty ; that even after Le Parricide a fresh depth of tragic 
terror should be sounded by Gaijfcr-Jorge ; and that after 
all he had already written on fatherhood and sonship, on 
duty and chivalry, on penitence and pride, Victor Hugo 
should have struck so new and so profound a note as rings 
in every line of La PaternitL 

But of all echoes and of all responses which reverberate 
from end to end of these three great sections of song, the 
very sweetest, and perhaps the very deepest, are those 
evoked by love of little children and compassionate reve- 
rence for the poor. If but one division were to be left us 
out of all the second series, and fate or chance, compara- 
tively compassionate in its cruelty, gave us our choice 
which this one should be, the best judgments might perliaps 
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decide to preserve the twenty-third at all events. What 
the words 'realism* and * naturalism' do naturally and 
really signify in matters of art, the blatant babblers who 
use them to signify the photography of all things abject 
might learn, if shallow insolence and unclean egotism were 
suddenly made capable of learning, by the study of only 
the two poems which set before us in two different forms 
the strength of weakness in the child whose love redeems 
his father from *death and the child who can find no 
comfort but in death for the lack of a father's love. There 
is nothing in Homer, in Dante, or in Shakespeare, the three 
only poets who can properly be cited for comparison, of a 
pathos more pofgnant in its bitter perfection of sweetness. 

Among the many go^d things which seem, for the lovers 
of poetry, to have come out of one and so great an evil as 
the long exile of Hugo from his country, there is none 
better or greater than the spiritual inhalation of breeze and 
brine into the very heart of his genius, the miraculous 
impregnation of his solitary Muse by the sea-wind. This 
influence could not naturally but combine with the lifelong 
influence of all noble sympathies to attract his admiration 
and his pity towards the poor folk of the shore, and to 
produce from that sense of compassion for obscurer sorrows 
and brotherhood with humbler heroism than his own such 
work as the poem which describes the charity of a fisher- 
man's *wife towards the children of her dead neighbour. 
It has all the beautiful precision and accurate propriety of 
detail which distinguish the finest idyls of Theocritus or 
Tennyson, with a fervour of pathetic and imaginative 
emotion which Theocritus never attained, and which 
Tennyson "has attained but once. All the horror of death, 
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all the trouble and mystery of darkness, seem as we read 
to pass into our fancy with the breath of pervading night, 
and to vanish with the husband's entrance at sunrise before 
the smile with which the wife draws back the curtains of 
the cradle. 

This poem, which so many hearts must have treasured 
among their choicest memories for now so many years, has 
found at length its fellow in the final volume of the book. 
There is even more savour of the sea in the great lyric 
landscape called Les paysans au bord de la mer than in the 
idyllic interior called L^s pamres gens. There we felt the 
sea-wind and saw the sea-mist through the chinks of door 
aind window ; but here we feel all the sweep of the west 
wind's wings, and see all the rush of rain along the stormy 
shore that the flock of leaping waves has whitened with the 
shreddings of their fleece. We remember in Les Voix 
Interieures the all but matchless music of the song of the 
sea-wind's trumpet, and in the notes of this new tune we. 
find at last that music matched and deepened and pro- 
longed. In the great lyric book which gives us the third of 
the four blasts blown from Les Quaire Vents de V Esprit^ 
there are visions as august and melodies as austere as this ; 
but outside the vast pale of the master's work we should 
look for the likeness of such songs in vain. The key of all 
its tenderness if not of all its terror is struck in these twa 
first verses. 

Les pauvres gens de la c6te, 
Uhiver, quand la mer est haute 

£t qu'il fait nuit, 
Viennent ou finit la terre 
Voir les Acts pleins de myst^re 

£t pleins de bruit. 
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lis sondent la mer sans homes ; 
lis pensent aux dcueils mornes 

£t triomphants ; 
L'orpheline pile et seule 
Crie : 6 mon p^re ! et Faleule 

Dit : mes enfants ! 

The verses which translate the landscape are as absolutely 
incomparable in their line as those which render the emotion 
of the watchers. Witness this : — 

Et I'on se met en pri^res, 
Pendant que joncs et bruy^res 

Et bois touffus, 
Vents sans borne et flots sans nombre, 
Jettent dans toute cette ombre 

Des oris confus. 

Here, as usual, it is the more tragic aspect of the waters 
that would appear to have most deeply impressed the sense 
or appealed to the spirit of Victor Hugo. He seems to 
regard the sea with yet more of awe than of love, as he may 
be said to regard the earth with even more of love than of 
awe. He has put no song of such sweet and profound 
exultation, such kind and triumphant motherhood, into the 
speaking spirit of the sea as into the voice of the embodied 
earth. He has heard in the waves no word so bountiful 
and benignant as the message of such verses as these : — 

La tcrre est calme aupr^s de I'oc^an grondeur ; 
La terre est belle ; elle a la divine pudeur 

De se cacher sous les feuillages ; 
Le printemps son amant vient en mai la baiser ; 
Elle envoie au tonnerre altier pour I'apaiser 

La fum^e humble des villages. 

K 
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Ne frappe pas, tonnerre. lis sonts petits, ceux-ci. 
La terre est bonne ; elle est grave et s^v^re aussi ; 

Les roses sont pures comme elle ; 
Quiconque pense, esp6re et travaille lui plait ; 
Et rinnocence ofTerte ^ tout homme est son lait, 

£t la justice est sa mamelle. 

La terre cache I'or et montre les moissons ; 
Elle met dans le flanc des fuyantes saisons 

Le germe des saisons prochaines, 
Dans Pazur les oiseaux qui chuchotent : aimons i 
Et les sources au fond de I'ombre, et sur les monts 

L'immense tremblement des chenes. 

The loving loveliness of these divine verses is in sharp 
contrast with the fierce resonance of those in which the sea's 
defiance is cast as a challenge to the hopes and dreams of 

mankind : — 

Je suis la vaste mdlde, 
Reptile, ^tant I'onde, ailde, 

Etant le vent ; 
Force et fuite, haine et vie, 
Houle immense, poursuivie 

Et poursuivant 

The motion of the sea was never till now so perfectly 
done into words as in these three last lines ; but anyone to 
whom the water was as dear or dearer than the land at its 
loveliest would have found a delight as of love no less con- 
ceivable than a passion as of hatred in the more visible and 
active Kfe of waves, and at least as palpable to the * shaping 
spirit of imagination.' It remains true, after all, for the 
greatest as for the humblest, that— in the words of one of 
the very few poets whose verses are fit to quote even after a 
verse of Hugo's — 

/ 
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we receive but what we give, 
And in our life alone doth nature live ; 

so far» at least, as her life concerns us, and is perceptible or 
appreciable by our spirit or our sense, A magnificent in- 
stance of purely dramatic vision, in which the lyric note is 
tempered to the circumstance of the speakers with a kind 
of triumphant submission and severe facility, is La Chanson 
des Doreurs de Proues, The poet's unequalled and unap- 
proached variety in mastery of metre and majesty of colour 
and splendid simplicity of style, no less exact than sublime, 
and no less accurate than passionate, could hardly be better 
shown than by comparison of the opening verses with the 
stanza cited above. 

Nous sommes les doreurs de proues. 
Les vents, tournant comme des roues, 
Sur la verte rondeur des eaux 
Mclent les lueurs et les ombres, 
£t dans les plis des vagues sombres 
Trainent les obliques vaisseaux. 

La bourrasque dccrit des courbcs, 
Les vents sont tortueux et fourbes, 
Uarcher noir souffle dans son cor, 
Ces bruits s'ajoutent aux vertiges, 
Et c'est nous qui dans ces prodiges 
Faisons roder des spectres d'or. 

Car c'est un spectre que la proue. 
Le flot V^treint, Pair la secoue ; 
Fi^re, elle sort de nos bazars 
Pour servir aux <$clairs de cible, 
Et pour ^tre un regard terrible 
Parnii les sinistres hasards. 

K2 
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It is more than fifty years since Lts Orientaks rose 
radiant upon the world of letters, and the hand which gave 
them to mankind has lost so little of its cunning that we are 
wellnigh tempted to doubt whether then, for all its skill and 
soreness of touch, it had quite the same strength and might 
of magnificent craftsmanship as now. There was fire as 
well as music on the lips of the young man, but the ardour 
of the old man's song seems even deeper and keener than 
the passion of his past. The fervent and majestic verses of 
June 2, 1883, strike at starting the note of measureless pity 
and immeasurable indignation which rings throughout the 
main part of the fifth and last volume almost louder and 
fuller, if possible, than it was wont All Victor Hugo, we 
may say, is in this book ; it is as one of those ardent evening 
skies in which sunrise and sunset seem one in the flush of 
overarching colour which glows back from the west to the 
east with reverberating bloom and fervour of rose-blossom 
and fire. There is life enough in it, enough of the breath 
and spirit and life-blood of living thought, to vivify a whole 
generation of punier souls and feebler hearts with the 
heat of his fourscore years. It may be doubted whether 
there ever lived a poet and leader of men to whom these 
glorious verses would be so closely applicable as to their 
writer. 

Un grand esprit en marche a ses rumeurs, ses houles, 

Ses chocs, et fait fr^mir profonddment les foules, 

£t remue en passant le monde autour de lui. 

On est ^pouvant^ si Ton n'est ^bloui ; 

L'homme comme un nuage erre et chan^fe de forme ; 

Nul, si petit qu'il soit, ^chappe au souffle ^norme ; 

Les plus humbles, pendant quMl parle, ont le frisson. 
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Ainsi quand, dvadd dans le vaste horizon, 
L'aquilon qui se hAte et qui cherche aventure 
Tord la pluie et P^lair, comme de sa ceinture 
Une fille defait en souriant le noeud, 
Quand rimmense vent gronde et passe, tout s'^meut. 
Pas un brin d'herbe au fond des ravins, que ne touche 
Cette rapidity formidable et farouche. 

And this wind * bloweth where it listeth ' : now it comes 
to us charged with all the heart of all the roses in the world ; 
its breath when it blows towards Greece has in it a murmur 
as of Shelley's Epipsychidion \ the caress of its love-making 
has all the freedom and all the purity of Blake's ; now it 
passes by us in darkness, from depth to depth of the bitter 
mystery of night A vision of ruined worlds, the floating 
purgatorial prisons of ruined souls, adrift as hulks on the 
sea of darkness everlasting, shows us the harvest in eternity 
of such seed as was sown in time by the hands of such 
guides and rulers of men as we hear elsewhere speaking 
softly with each other in the shadows, within hail of the 
confessional and the scaffold. The loftiest words of counsel 
sound sweeter in the speech of this great spirit than the 
warmest whispers of pleasure ; and again, the heaviest 
stroke of damning satire is succeeded by the tenderest touch 
of a compassion that would leave not a bird in captivity. 
The hand that opens the cage-door is the same which has 
just turned the key on the braggart swordsman, neither 
* victorious * nor * dead,* but condemned to everlasting prison 
behind the bars of iron verse. 

But the two long poems which dominate the book, like 
two twin summits clothed round with fiery cloud and crowned 
with stormy sunshine, tower equal in height and mass of 
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structure with the stateliest in the two parts preceding. The 
voice that rolls throughout Les Quatrc Jours d^Elciis the 
thunder of its burning words reawakens and prolongs the 
echo of F^libien's pity and wrath over the murdered corpse 
of a child unborn ; we recognise in the speaker a kinsman of 
Welf s, the unconquerable old castellan of Osbor, delivered 
only by an act of charity into the treacherous hands of the 
princes whom his citadel had so long defied. Of Elciis, as 
of him, the poet might have said — 

Si la mer pronon^ait des noms dans ses marges, 
O vieillard, ce serait des noms comma le lien. 

Such njimes will no doubt provoke the soft superior smile 
of a culture too refined for any sort of enthusiasm but the 
elegant ecstasy of self-worship ; and such simplicity will ex- 
cite, on the other hand, a deep-mouthed bray of scorn from 
the whole school or church whose apostle in France was St. 
Joseph de Maistre, in England St. Thomas Coprostom, late 
of Craigenputtock and Chelsea ; the literary lappers of 
imaginary blood, the inkhorn swordsmen and spokesmen of 
immaterial iron. The rage of their contempt for such as 
Hugo, the loathing of their scorn for such as Shelley, ought 
long since to have abashed the believers in principles which 
find no abler defenders or more effective champions than 
these. 

For it is true that the main truths preached and enforced 
and insisted on by such fanatical rhetoricians as Milton, as 
Mazzini, or as Hugo, are as old as the very notion of right 
and wrong, as the rudest and crudest conception of truth 
itself \ and it is undeniable that the Gospel according to St. 
Coprostom has the invaluable merit of pungent eccentricity 
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and comparatively novel paradox. The evangelist of * golden 
silence '—whose own speech, it may be admitted, was * quite 
other ' than * silvern * — is logically justified in his blatant but 
ineffable contempt for the dull old doctrines of mere mercy 
and righteousness, of liberty that knows no higher law than 
duty, of duty that depends for its existence on the existence 
of liberty. Such a creed, in the phrase of a brother philo- 
sopher whose * reminiscences * may be gathered from Shake- 
speare, and whose views of his contemporaries were identical 
in tone and expression with the opinions of Mr. Carlyle on 
his, was mouldy before our grandsircs had nails on their toes. 
It is far more intelligent, more original, more ingenious than 
all the old cant and rant against priests and kings and vow- 
breakers and blood-spillcrs, to discover the soul of goodness 
in Ratbert the Second or Napoleon the Third, and observ- 
ingly distil it out into analytic and monodramatic blank 
verse. And it will never be said that this reaction against 
the puerile or senile preference of right to wrong and prin- 
ciple to prosperity has not been carried far enough in our 
time. Carlyle, the man of brass, and Musset, the man of 
clay, as far apart on all other points as two writers of genius 
could well be, have shown themselves at one in high-souled 
scorn for * principles of mere rebellion * such as Landor's 
and Milton's, or for such * belief in a new Brutus' as might 
disturb the dream of Augustulus. But, even as an old 
paradox becomes with time a commonplace, so does an old 
commonplace become in its turn a paradox ; and a gener- 
ation whose poets and historians have long blown the 
trumpet before the legitimacy of Romanoffs or the bastardy 
of Bonapartes may properly be startled and scandalized 
at the childish eccentricity of an old-world idealist who 
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maintains his obsolete and preposterous belief that massacre 
is murder, that robbery is theft, and that perjury is treason. 
No newer doctrine, no sounder philosophy, no riper wisdom 
than this, can be gathered from the declamations of those 
idle old men — as Goneril, for example, would have called 
them — ^who speak this poet's mind again and again in verse 
which has no more variety of splendour or magnificence of 
music than the sea. 

H^as, on voit encor les astres se lever, 
L'aube sur PApennin jeter sa clart^ douce, 
Uoiseau faire son nid avec des brins de mousse. 
La mer battre les rocs dans ses flux et reflux, 
Mais la grandeur des cocurs c'est ce qu'on ne voit plus. 

There is nothing ingenious in that ; it is no better, intel- 
lectually considered, than a passage of Homer or Isaiah. 

But though every verse has the ring of tested gold, and 
every touch gives notice of the master's hand, yet the glory 
even of these Four Days is eclipsed by the Vision of Dante, 
Far apart and opposite as they stand in all matters of poetic 
style and method — Dante writing with the rigid and re- 
served concision of a Tacitus, Hugo with the rushing yet 
harmonious profusion of a Pindar— the later master is the 
only modem poet who could undertake without absurdity or 
presumption to put words worthy of Dante into Dante's 
mouth. The brazen clatter of Byron's Prophecy was not re- 
deemed or brought into tune by the noble energy and sound 
insight of the political sympathies expressed in the accent 
of a stump-orator to the tune of a barrel-organ. But a verse 
of Hugo's falls often as solid and weighty and sure, as full 
in significance of perfect and pregnant sound, as even a 
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verse of Alighieri's. He therefore, but he alone, had the 
power and the right to call up the spirit of Dante now thirty 
years ago, and bid it behold all the horrors of Europe in 
1S53 > the Europe of Haynau and Radetzky, of Nicholas 
the First and Napoleon the Last Any great modem poet*s 
notion of an everlasting hell must of course be less merely 
material than Dante's mechanism of hot and cold circles, 
fire and ice, ordure and mire ; but here is the same absolute 
and equitable assent to justice, the same fierce and ardent 
fidelity to conscience, the same logic and the same loyalty 
as his. 

O sentence ! 6 peine sans refuge ! 
Tomber dans le silence et la brume k jamais ! 
D'abord quelque clarte des lumineux sommets 
Vous laisse distinguer vos mains ddsesp^r^es. 
On tombe, on voit passer des formes eflfar^es, 
Bouches ouvertes, fronts ruisselants de sueur, 
Des visages hideux qu'dclaire une lueur. 
Puis on- ne voit plus rien. Tout s'efface et recule. 
La nuit mome succ6de au sombre cr^puscule. 
On tombe. On n'est pas seul dans ces limbes d'en bas ; 
On sent frissonner ceux qu'on ne distingue pas ; 
On ne sait si ce sont des hydres ou des hommes ; 
On se sent devenir les larves que nous sommes^ 
On entrevoit I'horreur des lieux inaper^us, 
£t I'abime au-dessous, et I'abimc au-dessus. 
Puis tout est vide ! on est le grain que le vent shne. 
On n'entend pas le cri qu'on a pouss^ soi-m^me ; 
On sent les profondeurs qui s'emparent de vous ; 
Les mains ne peuvent plus atteindre les genoux ; 
On 16ve au ciel les yeux et Ton voit Tombre horrible ; 
On est dans Timpalpable, on est dans I'invisible ; 
Des soufiHes par moments passent dans cette nuit 
uis on ne sent plus rien. — Pas un vent, pas un bruit. 
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Pas un souffle ; la mort, la nuit ; nulle rencontre ; 
Rien, pas m^me une chute afflreuse ne se montre : 
Et Pen songe k la vie, au soleil, aux amours, 
£t Ton pense toujours, et Ton tombe toujours ! 

The resurrection of the victims to give evidence at the 
summons of the archangel — a heavy cloud of witnesses, 

Triste, lividc, dnorme, ayant un air de rage — 

men bound to the yoke like beasts, women with bosoms 
gashed by the whip, children with their skulls cleft open — is 
direful as any less real and actual vision of the elder hell. 

Les cris d'enfant surtout venaient h men oreille ; 
Car, dans cette nuit-lk, gouffre ou Tequit^ veille, 
La voix des innocents sur toute autre prdvaut, 
Cest le cri des enfants qui monte le plus haut, 
Et le vagissement fait le bruit du tonnerre. 

The appeal for justice which follows, with its enumera- 
tion of horrors unspeakable except by history and poetry, is 
followed in its turn by the evocation of the soldiers whom 
this army of martyrs has with one voice designated to the 
angel of judgment as their torturers and murderers. The 
splendid and sonorous verses in which the muster of these 
legions after legions, with their garments rolled in blood, is 
made to defile before the eyes of reader or hearer, can be 
[matched only by the description of the Swiss mercenaries in 

Regiment du baron Madruce. 

Un grand vautour dord les guidait comme un phare. 
Tant qu'ils t^taient au fond de I'ombre, la fanfare, 
Comme un aigle agitant ses bruyants ailerons, 
Chantait claire et joyeuse au front des escadrons. 



LA LtGENDE DES SlMCLES 13^ 

Trompettes et tambours sonnaient, et des centaures 
Frappaient des ronds de cuivre entre leurs mains sonores ; 
Mais, d^s qu'ils arrivaient devant le flamboiement, , 
Les clairons effar^s se taisaient brusquement, 
Tout ce bruit s'^teignait. Reculant en d^sordre, 
Leurs chevaux se cabraient et cherchaient k les mordre, 
Et la lance et Tep^e dchappaient k leur poing. 

Challenged to make answer, the assassins of Italy and 
Hungary plead that they were but the sword, their captains 
were the hand. These are summoned in their turn, and 
cast their crimes in turn upon the judges who bade them shed 
blood and applauded their bloodshedding in the name of 
law and justice. And the judges and lawgivers are sum- 
moned in their stead. 

Ces hommes regardaient I'ange d'un air surpris : 
Comme, en lettres de feu, rayonnait sur sa face 
Son nom, Justice, entre eux ils disaient h voix basse : 
Que veut dire ce mot qu'il porte sur son front ? 

Charged with their complicity in all the public crime and 
shame and horror of their period, these in turn cast the bur- 
den of their wrong-doing on the princes who commanded 
them and they obeyed, seeing how the priests and sooth- 
^ sayers had from all time assured them that kings were the 
images of God. The images of God are summoned, and 
appear, in the likeness of every form of evil imaginable by 
man. » 

Devant chaque fant6me, en la brume glac^e, 
f») Ayant le vague aspect d'une croix renversde, 

Venait un glaive nu, fcrme et droit dans le vent, 
Qu'aucun bras ne tenait et qui semblait vivant. 
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Strange shapes of winged and monstrous beasts were 
harnessed to the chariots on which the thrones of the earth 
were borne forward. The figure seated on the last of them 
will be recognisable beyond all possibility of mistake by any 
reader whose eyes have ever rested on a face which beyond 
most human faces bore the visible image and superscription 
of the soul behind it. 

Les trones approchaient sous les lugubres cieux ; 
On entendait gdmir autour des noirs essieux 
La clameur de tous ceux qu'avaient broyes leurs roues ; 
lis venaient, ils fendaient Tombre comme des proues ; 
Sous un souffle invisible ils semblaient se mouvoir ; 
Rien n'^tait plus Strange et plus farouche k voir 
Que ces chars effrayants tourbillonnant dans I'ombre. 
Dans le gouffre tranquille ou I'humanit^ sombre, 
Ces trones dc la terre apparaissaient hideux. 

Le dernier qui venait, horrible au milieu d'eux, 

Etait h. chaque marche encombrd de squelettes 

Et de cadavres froids aux bouches violettes, 

Et le plancher rougi fumait, de sang baign^ ; 

Le char qui le portait dans Pombre dtait train^ 

Par un hibou tenant dans sa griffe une hache. 

Un tixt aux yeux de loup, homme par la moustache, 

Au sommet de ce char s'agitait etonn^, 

Et se courbait furtif, livide et couronnd. 

Pas un de ces ct^sars \ Failure guern^re 

Ne regardait cet homme. A I'dcart, et derri6re, 

VC'tu d'un noir mantcau qui scmblait un linceul, 

Espiice de Idpreux du trone, il venait seul ; 

II posait les deux mains sur sa fac^c morose 

Comme pour empecher qu'on y vit quelque chose ; 

Quand parfois il otait ses mains en se baissant, 

En lettres qui semblaient faites avec du sang 

On lisait sur son front ces trois mots : — Je le jure. 
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It is a fearful thing, said the Hebrew, to fall into thcl 
hands of the living God ; and it is a fearful thing for a male-\ 
factor to M into the hands of an ever-living poet The I 
injured Caesars of Rome — Tiberius, for example, and Domi* \ 
tian — have not even yet been delivered by the most consci- \ 
entious efforts of German and Anglo-German Caesarists out 
of the prison whose keys are kept by Juvenal ; and a greater 
than Juvenal is here. 

Summoned to make answer to the charge of the angel of 
judgment, even these also have their resource for evasion, and 
cast all their crimes upon the Pope. 

II nous disait : Je suis celui qui parle aux rois ; 
Quiconque me rdsiste et me brave est impie. 
Ce qu'ici-bas j'^cris, Ih-haut Dieu le copie. 
L'dglise, mon dpouse, dolose au mont Thabor, 
A fait de la doctrine une cage aux fils d'or, 
Et comme des oiseaux j'y tiens toutes les dmes. 

This man had blessed the murderers in their triumph^ 
and cursed their victims in the grave : — 

Sa ceinture servait de corde h. nos potences. 

II liait de ses mains I'agneau sous nos sentences ; 

£t quand on nous criait : Grdce ! il nous criait : Feu ! 

Cest ?i lui que le mal revient. VoihH, grand Dieu, 

Ce qu'il a fait : voilJi ce qu'il nous a fait faire. 

Get homme ^tait le p61e et I'axe de la sphere ; 

II est le rcsponsablc et nous le ddnon^ons I 

Seigneur, nous n'avons fait que suivre ses lemons. 

Seigneur, nous n'avons fait que suivre son exemple. 

And the pontiff whose advent and whose promises had* 
been hailed with such noble trust and acclaimed with such , 
noble thankfulness by those who believed in him as a 
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deliverer— by Landor among others, and by Hugo himself—- 
the Caiaphas-Iscariot whose benediction had consecrated 
massacre and anointed perjury with the rancid oil of mal- 
odorous gladness above its fellows in empire and in crime — 
is summoned out of darkness to receive sentence by the 
sevenfold sounding of trumpets. 

Vctu de lin plus blanc qu'un encensoir qui fume, 
II avait, spectre bleme aux idoles pareil, 
Les baisers dc la foulc emprcints sur son ortcll, 
Dans sa droite un bdton comme Tantique archonte, 
Sur son front la tiare, et dans ses yeux la honte* 

De son cou descendait un long manteau dord, 
£t dans son poignet gauche il tenait, effar^, 
Comme un voleur surpris par celui qu'il derobe, 
Des clefs qu'il essayait de cacher sous sa robe. 
11 ^tait effrayant k force de terreur. 

Quand surgit ce vieillard, on vit dans la lueur 
L'ombre et le mouvement de quelqu'un qui se penche. 
A Papparition de cette robe blanche, 
Au plus noir de I'abime un tonnerre gronda. 

Then from all points of the immeasurable spaces, from 
the womb of the cloud and the edge of the pit, is witness 
. given against Pope Pius IX. by the tyrants and the victims, 
mothers and children and old men, the judges and the 
judged, the murderers mingling with the murdered, great and 
small, obscure and famous. 

Tous ceux que j'avais vus passer dans les tcn^bres, 
Avangant leur front triste, ouvrant leur oeil temi, 
Fourmillement affreux qui peuplalt I'inf ni, 
Tous ces spectres, vivant, parlant, riant nagu6re, 
Martyrs, bourreaux, et gens du peuple et gens de guerre, 
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Regardant I'homme blanc d'^pouvante ^bloui, 
^lev^rent la main et cri^r^nt : C'es^ luL 

£t pendant qu'ils criaient, sa robe devint rou^e. 

Au fond du gouffre ou rien ne tressaille et ne bouge 
Un ^cho r^peta :— Cest lui ! — Les sombres rois 
Dirent : — C^est lui ! c'est lui ! dest lui ! voiUi sa croix ! 
Les clefs du paradis sont dans ses mains fatales.— 
£t Phomme-loup, debout sur les cadavres piles 
Dont le sang ti^de encor tombait dans Tinfini, 
Cria d'une voix rauque et sourde : — II m'a b^ni ! 

A judgment less terrible than what follows is that by 
which Dante long ago made fast the gates of hell upon 
Nicholas and Boniface and Clement with one stroke of his 
inevitable hand. The ghastly agony of the condemned is 
given with all the bitterest realism of the great elder anti- 
papist who sent so many vicars of Christ to everlasting 
torment for less offences than those of Mastai-Ferretti. 

Lui se tourna vers I'ange en frissonnant, 
Et je vis le spectacle horrible et surprenant 
D'un homme qui vieillit pendant qu'on le regarde. 
Uagonie dteignit sa prunelle hagarde, 
Sa bouche begaya, son jarret se rompit, 
Ses cheveux blanchissaient sur son front d^r^pit, 
Ses tempes se ridaient comme si les ann^es 
S'tJtaient subitement sur sa face acharn^es, 
Ses yeux pleuraient, ses dents claquaient comme au gibet 
Les genoux d'un squelette, et sa peau se plombait, 
£t, stupide, il baissait, ^ chaque instant plus pdle, 
Sa tete qu'dcrasait la tiare papale. 

From the sentence passed upon him after the avowal 
extorted by the angel of doom that he has none in the 
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world above him but God alone on whom to cast the re« 
sponsibility of his works, not a word may be taken away for 
the purpose of quotation, as not a word could have been 
added to it by Dante or by Ezekiel himself. But about the 
eternity of his damnation there is not, happily for the human 
conscience, any manner of doubt possible ; it must endure 
as long as the poem which proclaims it : in other words, as 
long as the immortality of poetry itself. 

This great and terrible poem, the very cro wn or coping- 
stone of all the Chciiiments^ has a certain affinity with two 
others in which the poet's yearning after justice and mercy 
i has borne his passionate imagination as high and far as here. 

I In Sultan Mourad his immeasurable and incomparable 

\ depth of pity and charity seems wellnigh to have swallowed 

\ up all sense of necessary retribution : it is perhaps because 
\1\ the portentous array of crimes enumerated is remote in 
K N^time and place from all experience of ours that conscience 
1 can allow the tenderness and sublimity of its inspiration to 
\ justify the moral and' ratify the sentence of the poem : — 

Viens ! tu fus bon un jour, sois k jamais heureux. 
Entre, transfigure ! tes crimes t^ii^breux, 
' O roi, derri^re toi s'eflfacent dans les gloires ; 

Toume la t^te, et vois blanchir tes ailes noires. 






But in the crowning song of all the great three cycled 
every need and every instinct of the spirit may find the 
perfect exaltation of content. The vast and profound sense 
of ultimate and inevitable equity which animates every line 
of it is as firm and clear as the ^olid and massive splendour 
of its articulate expression. The date of it is outside and 
beyond the lapse of the centuries of time ; but the rule of 
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thejaj gjof righteousness is there more evident and indis* 
putable than ever during the flight of these. Hardly in the 
Hebrew prophecies is such distinct and vivid sublimity, as 
of actual and all but palpable vision, so thoroughly impreg- 
nated with moral and spiritual emotion. Not a verse of all 
that strike root into the memory for ever but is great alike 
by imagination and by faith. In such a single line as this — 

Que qui n'entendit pas le remords Tentendrait — 

there is the very note of conscience done into speech, cast 
into form, forged into substance 

Avec de I'^quit^ condens^e en airain. 

But this couplet, for immensity of imaginative range, is of one 
birth with the sublimest verses in the Book of Job : — 

£t toute I'^pouvante Sparse au del est sceur 
De cet impenetrable et mome avertisseur. 

From the magnificent overture to the second series, in 
which the poet has embodied in -audible and visible symbol 
the vision whence this book was conceived — ^a vision so far 
surpassing the perhaps unconsciously imitative inspiration 
of the Apocalypse, with its incurably lame and arduously 
prosaic efforts to reproduce the effect or mimic the majesty 
of earlier prophecies, that we are amazed if not scandalized 
to find that book actually bracketed in one sublime p«assage 
of this prelude with the greatest spiritual poem in the worid, 
the Oresteia of -^schylus— the reader would infer that any 
student wishing to give a notion of the Legende dcs Slides 
ought to have dwelt less than I have done upon a few of its 
innumerable beauties, and more than I have done upon the 

L 
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impression of its incomparable grandeur. But samples of 
pure sweetness and beauty are more easily and perhaps 
more profitably detached for quotation from their context 
than samples of a sublimity which can only be felt by full 
and appreciative study of an entire and perfect poem. And 
it is rather from the prelude itself than from any possible 
commentary on it that a thoughtful and careful reader will 
seek to gather the aim and meaning of the book. It is 
there likened to a vast disjointed ruin lit by gleams of 
light — * le reste effrayant de Babel ' — a palace and a charnel 
in one, built by doom for death to dwell in : — 

Oil se posent pourtant parfois, quand elles Tosent, 
De la fagon dont Taile et le rayon se posent, 
La liberty, lumicfre, et I'esperance, oiseau. 

But over and within this book — 

traduit 
Du pass^, du tombeau, du goufTre et de la nuit — 

faith shines as a kindling torch, hope breathes as a quick- 
ening wind, love burns as a cleansing lire. It is tragic, 
not with the hopeless tragedy of Dante or the all but hope- 
less tragedy of Shakespeare. Whether we can or cannot 
share the infinite hope and inviolable faith to which the 
whole active and suffering life of the poet has borne such 
unbroken and imperishable witness, we cannot in any case 
but recognise the greatness and heroism of his love for 
mankind. As in the case of i^schylus it is the hunger and 
thirst after righteousness, the deep desire for perfect justice 
in heaven as on earth, which would seem to assure the pro- 
phet's inmost heart of its final triumph by the prevalence of 
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wisdom and of light over all claims and all pleas established 
or asserted by the children of darkness, so in the case of 
Victor Hugo is it the hunger and thirst after reconciliation, 
the love of loving-kindness, the master passion of mercy, 
which persists in hope; and insists on faith, even in face of 
the hardest and darkest experience through which a nation 
or a man can pass. When evil was most triumphant 
throughout Europe, he put forth in a single book of verse, 
published with strange difficulty against incredible impedi- 
ments, such a protest as would entitle him to say, in the 
very words he has given to the Olympian of old — 

Quand, dans le saint pa.an par les mondes chant^, 

L'harmonie amoindrie avorte ou d^gen^re, 

Je rends le rhythmc aux cieux par un coup de tonnerre : 

aiid now more than ever would the verses that follow befit 
the lips of their author, if speaking in his own person : — 

Mon crane plein d'echos, plein de lueurs, plein d'yeux, 

Est Tantre eblouissant du grand Pan radieux ; 

En me voyant on croit entendre le murmure 

De la ville habitce et de la moisson mure, 

Le bruit du gouffre au chant de I'azur reuni, 

L'onde sur I'ocean, le vent dans I'infini, 

Et le frcmissemcnt des deux ailes du cygne. 

It is held unseemly to speak of the living as we speak of 
the dead ; when Victor Hugo has joined the company of 
his equals, but apparendy not till then, it will seem strange 
to regard the giver of all the gifts we have received from 
him with less than love that deepens into worship, than 
worship that brightens into love. Meantime it is only in 
the phrase of one of his own kindred, poet and exile and 
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prophet of a darker age than his, that the last word should 
here be spoken of the man by whose name our century 
^vill be known for ever to all ages and nations that keep any 
record or memory of what was highest and most memorable 
in the spiritual history of the past : — 

Onorate P altissimo poeta. 
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My Miscellanies. With a Steel-plate 
Portrait of Wilkie Collins. 

The Woman In White. With Illus- 
trations by Sir John Gilbert and 

F. A. Fraser. 

The Moonstone. With Illustrations 

by G. Du MAUKiKRand P. A. Fraser. 

$As.n and Wife. Illust. by W. Small, 

Poor Miss Finch. Illustrated by 

G. Du Mauriek and Edward 
Hughes. 

Miss or Mrs. P With Illustrations by 

S. L. FiLDEsand Henry Woods. 
The New Magdalen. Illustrated by 

G.Du Maurikr and C.S.Reinhardt. 
The Frozen Deep. Illustrated by 

G. Du Maurikr and J. Mahoney. 
The Law and the Lady. Illustrated 

by S. L. Fildes and Syomsy Hall. 
The Two Destlnlee. 
The Haunted Hotel Illustrated by 

Arthur Hopkins. 
The Fallen Leavea. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science: A Story of the 

Present Time. 

■* I Si^ No." Crown 8to, cloth eitra, 



Collins (C. Allston).— The Bar 

sinister: A Story. , By C Allstom 
Collins. PostSvo, illustrajed bds.,2s. 

Colman'sHumorous Works; 

•• Broad Grins," " My Nightgown and 
Slippers," and other Humorous Works, 
Prose and Poetical, of George Col- 
man. With Life by G. B. Buckstonb, 
and Frontispiece by HooARTU. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7a. 6d. 

Convalescent Cookery: A 

Family Handbook. By Cathefinb 
Ryan. Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth, la. 6d. 

Conway (Moncure D.), Works 

by: 
Demonology and DcvllLore. Two 
Vols., royal 8vo, with 65 Illusts.,28s. 

A Necklace of Stories. Illustrated 
by W. J. Hknnessy. Square 8vo, 
clolh extra, 69. 

Cook (Dutton), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6a. each. 

Hours with the Players. With a 
Steel Plato Frontispiece. 

Nights at the Play : A View of the 
LnglisU Stage. 

Leo : A Novel. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 28. 

Paul Foster's Daughter, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated bo irds, 28. 

Copyright. — A Handbook of 

Enj^llsh and Foi^clgn Copyright In 
Literary and Dramatic Works. I'y 
SiuNEY JEKKOLD, of the Middle 
Temple, Esq., Barnster«at-Law. Poat 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Cornwall.—Popular Romances 

of the West of Eni^iand; or. The 
Drolls, Tratlitions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Ldite.i 
by Robert Hunt, F.R.S. New and 
Revised Edition, with Additions, and 
Two Steel-plate Illustrations by 
George Ckuikshank. Crown 8vo, 
cloth ex tra, 73. 6 d. 

Craddock. — The Propiiet of 

the Groat Smoky Mountains. By 
Charles Lgdk.rt Crapuock, Post 
8to , illust. bds., 28. ; cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Creasy.— Memoirs of Eminent 

Etonians : with Notices of the Early 
History of Eton College. By Sir 
Edward Creasy, Author of ^' The 
Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World." 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 13 
Poitraits, 7e. CO. 
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Crulkshank (Qeorgo) : 

The Comlo Almanack. Complete in 
Two Sesibs I The First from 1835 
to 1843; the Second ttom 1844 to 
1H53. A Gathering of the Best 
HuMouKof Thackeray, Hood, May- 
hew, Albi£RT Smith, A'Beckktt, 
Robert Urouch, &c. With 3,000 
Woodcuts and Steel EoKravings by 
Cruikshank, IIine, Lahuells, &c. 
Crown bvo, cloth gilt, two very thick 
volumes, 7s. 6d. each. 

The Life of George Cruikshank. Dy 

BLANCIIARD JbKROLD, Autbof Of 

" Tiie Life of Napoleon III.," Ac. 
With 84 Illustrations. New and 
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad- 
ditional Plates, and a very carefully, 
compiled Bibliography. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Robinson Crusoe. A beautiful re- 
production of Major's kdition, with 
57 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates 
by George Cruikshank, choicely 

Printed. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
g. 6d. 

CummIng(C. F. Qordon), Works 

by: 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each. 
. In the Hebrides. With Autotype Fac- 
simile and numerous full-pai$e lilus- 
tralioDS. 

in the Himalayas and on the Indian 
Plains. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. — 

Via Cornwall to E^ypt. With a 
Photo>;ravuie Front t.-.pitce. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. Cd. 



Cussans.— Handbook of Her. 

aldry; with Instructions for Tracing 
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient 
MSS., &c. By John E. Cussans. 
Entirely New and Revised Edition, 
illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts 
and Coloured Plates. Crown bvo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Cy pi 68.— Hearts of Gold: A 

Novel. By William Cyplbs. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post Bvo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Daniel. — Merrio England In 

the Olden Time. Bv George Daniel. 
With Illustrations Dv Rodt. Cruik- 
shank. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Daudet.— Port Salvation; or, 

The Evan^'elist. By Alpmonse 
Daudet. Tranr.latcd ly d Hauky 
Mm.tzer. With Portrait of the 
Author. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
88. 6iL • nost 8vo. iliust. boards. 2ii. 



Davenant What shall my 

Son beP Hints for Parents oa tiMi 
Choice of a Profession or Trade for 
their Sons. By Francis Davkmamt, 
M.A. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Davies (Or. N. E.), Works by : 

Crowu 8vo, Is. each ; doth Ums», 
la. 6d. each. 

One Thousand Medical Maxima. 

Nursery HInta: A Mother's Goido. 

Alda to Long Life. Crown 8vo, ll. ; 

cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Davies' (Sir John) Complete 

Poetical Works, including Psalms I, 
to L. in Verse, and other hitherto Un* 
published MSS., for the first timo 
Collected and Edited, with Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. 
A. B. Grosart. D.D'. Two Vols., 
crown 8vo, cloth boards, 128. 

Do Malstre A Journey Round 

My Room. By Xavier db Maistrb. 
Translated by Henry Attwell. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Oe Mille.— A Castle In Spain: 

A Novel. By James De Millb. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, iliust. bds., 2*. 

Derwent (LeIth), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each; post 
6vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Our Lady of Teara. 

CIrce'a Lovers. 

Dickens (Charles), Novels by: 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Sketches by Box. I Nicholas NIckleby. 
Pickwick Papei^s. j Oliver Twist. 

The Speeches of Charles DIckena 
i84i-itJ70. With a New Biblio;;raphy. 
revised and enlar;;cd. Edited and 
Prefaced by RicirAiiD Hii^NS Shep- 
herd. Crown 8vo, cloth etilra, 6s.— 
Also a Smaller Edition, in the 
May fair Library » Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d. 

About England with DIckena. By 
Alfred Rimmer. With 57 Illustra- 
tions by C. A. VANDBRMOor, Alfred 
Rimmer, and others. Sq. 8vo, do.h 
extra, IPs. 6d. 

Dictionaries: 

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imltatlva, 

Idealistic, and l>ogmatic. By the 

Kev. £. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 

6vo. cloth extra, 78. Cd.; hf.-booDd, 9a. 
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DramK, A Dictionary of tho. 

Plari. FtaTwtif titi. PUiTen. *iid FUf- 
faooiu c^lha Uottcd'KiDildain ua 



DlCTKWAUU. in 



PlivwiiRbt 
odfasUnii 



"the PUTS, 



Wordi, TkIi, ana Ptiruai: A 



DobBon (W. T.), Wofks by : 



Ihcir OJdtos. BvDt.JoHH Do»*M, 
F.S.A. Wilh tl llInslriliMii, Hew 
•ad Chupcc Ed, cr. Uva.cl. ei., T*. 6d. 






A»u>. (Uniform witb Biiwit't 
" Reader'! H»db<»k."> down Bv<^ 
biH-bovnd, lb. M, [/■ fnfaraliii». 



DramatlstB, The Old. Cr. Svo, 

Gl.ei.,VignBilcPci[|iaiu,<i.p«'VaL 
Ban Jonon'a Work*. Wilh NolM 

Critical and Eiplanalon, and a Bio- 

graphical Modioit by Wu, Cjffohp. 

Sdii. b7Cd.CuHKiHGH». jVolt. 
Chapman'* Worka. Complcia la 

Threa Vol*. Val. I. conuisi Iha 



oam; Vol. II 
Trai»laUoai.< 
byA.C.SwiHD 



m BSl Minor 
gUirViin*. 



Eariy English Poets. Edited, 

bv Kev. A.B.GiosiHT, U.U. Ccawa 
evD, clolb balId^ O. per Volunis. 
Flatonsr'* <Olle*, B.D.) Complot* 

Davl«' (Sip Jonn) Cam plat* 
PoatleW Wopka. Two Vols, 

tferrlcd'a (Robert) Camplet* Col- 
Icctad PMtn*. Tbrce Volt. 

Sldney'a ISiP Philip) Complat* 



oatlcal Work*. Tbrce 



is(Mrs.A,), Novels by: 



Eggieaton.—Roxy; ANovel. Bjr 

Edward EcOLESioii. PoBlBvo.illuii, 
bauds, Ii. 



CttAttO «• wMnOi, PtCCADtLLt. 



Emanuel.— On Diamonds and 

Precious stones: their iiUtory, Value, 
an<i Properties ) with Simple Tests for 
BScertaininK their Reality. By Habry 
Kmanubl, F.R.G.S. With oumcrous 
Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6a. 



Englishman's House, The: A 

Practical Guide to all interested in 
Selecting or Building a House, with 
full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. 
ByC J. Richardson. Third Edition. 
Nearly Coo Illusts. Cr. 8vo,cl. ex. ,7s 6d. 



English Merchants: Memoirs 

in Illustration of the Pro^'rcss of British 
Commerce. By H. R. Fox Boukne. 
With Illusts. New and CheaiT'Cr Edit, 
revised. Crown 0vo, cloth extra. 78. 6d« 

IShortty. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.), 

Works by: 

The Life and Times of Prinoe 
Charlee Stuart, Count of Albany, 

^ conimuuly called the Young Pre- 
tender. From the State Pap«j is and 
other Sources. New and Cheaper 
Edition, with a Portrait, crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. ^ 

Stories fl*om the State Papert. 
Wiih an Autotype Facsimile. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, Cs. 

Studies Re-studled: Historical 
Sketches from Original Sources. 
Pemy bvo cloth extra, 12s. 

Eyes, The.— How to Use our 

Eyes, and How to Preserve Them. Bv 
John Browning-, F.R.A.S., &c. With 

2 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. It.; cloth, 

•.$d. * 



i 



Falrholt.— Tobacco: Its His- 
tory and Associations; with an Ac- 
count of the Plant and its Manu* 
facture, and its Modes of Use in all 
Ages and Countries. By P. W. FaiA- 
HOLT, F.S.A. With upwards of lOO 
Illustrations by the Author. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6l. 

Familiar Allusions: A Hand- 
book of Miscullaineous Information: 
including the Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Scats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, Streets, 
Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the 
like. By William A. Wheeler, 
Autho- oi " Noted Names of Fiction ; '* 
and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy 
Svo^ cloth extra, 78. 6d. 



Faraday (MIohaet), Works by: 

Po£t 8vo. cloth extra, 4i. 6d. each. 
The Chemical History of aCandtot 
Lecturesdelivered before a Javenila 
Audience at the Royal lostitatkm. 
Edited by William Crooxes. F.CS* 
With numerons Illustrations. 

On the Various Forces of Natui^ 
and their Relations to each other : 
Lectures delivered beforea Juvenita 
Audience at the Royal InstitutkMi. 
Edited by William Crookes, F.C^ 
With numerous Illustrations. 



Farrer. — Military Manners 

and Customa By J. A. Farrsr, 
Author of "Primitive Manners and 
Customs," &c. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, la. 

Fin-Beo. — The Cupboard 

Papers : Observations on the Art of 
Living and Dining. By FiM'Bsc Post 
Bvo. cloth limp. 28. 6d. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by : 

The Recreations of a Literary Man ; 
or. Does Writing Pay? With Re- 
collections of some Literary Men, 
and a View of a Literary Man's 
V/orking Life. Cr. bvo, cloth extra, 6f . 

The World Behind the Scanaa. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Little Essays: Passages from tha 
Letters ot Charles Lamb, Post 
8vo, cloth limp. 28 . 6d. 

Post Bvo, illustrated boards, tl. each. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgottan 
The Second Mra. Tlllotson. 
Po»!y. 

Seventyflve Brooke Street. 
The Lady of Brantome. 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Com. 

plete Poems: Christ's Victorie ia 
Heaven, Christ's Victoiio on Earth. 
Christ's Triumph over Death, and 
Minor Poems. With Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart. D.D. Cr. Bvo, cloth bds.,S^ 

Fonbianque.— Filthy Lucre: A 
Novel. By Albany db Fonblamqub. 
Post Bvo, illustrated boards. Is. 

Francillon"(R. E.), Novels by: 

Crown Bvo. cloth extra, SB. M.esch; 

post Bvo, iliust. boards, 2s. each. 
Olympla. I Queen Cophatua. 

One by On e. | A Re al Quean. 

Esther's Glove. Fcap. Bvo, It. 



French Literature, History of. 

By Henry Van Laun. Complete ia 
3 Vols., demy Bvo, cl. bds., 71. 64. each. 
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Frero.— Pandurang Marl ; or, 

Memoirs of a Iliudoo. With a Preface 
by Sir H. Bartli: Frep.e, G.C.S.I., &c. 
Crown 8vo. cluth extra. Ss. Cd. ; post 
8vo, ilhis tratc il bo.iril.s, 23^ 

Frlswell.— Onoof Two: A Novel. 
By Hain Friswell. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. . 

Frost (Thomas), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Cd. each. 

Circus Llfo and Circus Cclebrltlot. 

Tho Lives of the Coi\jurore. 

Tho Old Showmen and tho Old 
Lon:lon Fairo. 

Fry's (Hcpbort) Royal Guide 

to the London Charities. 1683-6. 
Siiowin;; their Name, I);itu of i-'ounda* 
tioa.Objccts.Incoine.O^liwials.&c. Pub- 
lishcd Annually. Cr. tivo, cluth, l3. Cd. 

Gardening Books: 

Post Svo, Is. e^ch ; cl. limp, Is. Cd. each. 

A Year's Work In Garden and Green* 
house: Practical Advice to Amateur 
Gardeners as to the Mana!;<:m(.nt of 
the Flower,Fruit, and Frame Gardcu. 
I3y George Gle.nnv. 

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we 
Grow, and How wo Cook Them. 
By Tou Jerrold. 

Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Ftowcra. by Tou and Janb 
Jerkold. illustrated. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tou Jerrold. 

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew 
there. ByF.G. Heath. Crowobvo, 
cloth extra, 53. ; gilt cd^^cs, G3. 

Garrett.— The Capel Girls: A 

Novel. By Edward Garrett. Cr.Bvo, 
cL ex., 3s. Cd. ; post bvo, illust. bds., 28. 

Gentleman's Magazine (The) 

for 1886. One Shilling; Monthly. In 
addition to the Articles upon subjects 
in Literature, Science, and Art, for 
which this Magazine lias so high a 
reputation, " Science Notes," by W. 
Mattieu Williams, F.K.A.S., and 
•♦Table Talk," by Sylvan us Urdan, 
appear monthly. 
*^* yust ready t the Vohime for Jvly to 

December, 1885, cloth extra, frtce 6a. 6A.i 

Casei for biiidiit}(, 2s. each. 

Gentleman's Annual (The) for 

Christmas, 1885. Price Is. Contain* 
ing a Complete Novel entitled "A Bar- 
ren Title," by T. W. Speight, Author 
of "The Mysteries of Hercn DyLc." 



Gorman Popular Stories. Col- 
lected by the Brothers Grium, and 
Translated by Edgar Taylor. Edited, 
withan Introduction, by John Kuskin. 
With as Illustrations on Steii by 
George Cruikshank. Square Bvo, 

_ cloth extra, 68. Cd.^ gilt edges, 78. Cd. 

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by : 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3a. Cd. each 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

The Braes of Yar* 

row. 
Tho Flower of the 

Forest. 
A Heart's Prob 

iom. 
TheGoldonShaft. 
Of High Dcfirco. 



Robli\ Gray. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the 

V/orld Say P 
In Honour Bound. 
In Lovo and War. 
Queen of tho 

Meadow. 



Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. c.ich. 
For the King, | InPasturcsGrvcn. 
Tha Dead Heart. 
By Mead and Stream. [i'rr/».iM/i/j, 
Heart's Delight. [I'uparini;, 

Crown Svo, cloth e:;tra, 3s. Cd. each. 

Fancy Free. | Loving a Dream. 
_ A Hard Knot. _ 

Gilbert (William), Novels by :" 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 
Tho Wizard of the Mountain. 
James_Duke, Costormonger. . 

Gilbert (W.'s.),"brlginarpiay8 
by: In Two Series, e.ich complete in 
ilstilf, price 28. Cd. each. 

The First Series contains— The 
Wicked World— l'\;;malion and G.v 
latia — Clinrity — llio Princi -s — Tho 
Pal.ice of Truth— Trial by jury. 

The Second Skriks contains— bro- 
ken Hearts— Ennaucd—Swcciht. u Is— 
Gretchen— Dan'J Uruce— Tom Cobb— 
H.M.S. Pinafore— The Sorcerer— Tho 
Pirates of Penzance. 

Eight Original Comic Operas. \/rit- 
tcn by \v. S. Gilukrt. Contalnin.; : 
The Sorccrer—H.M.S. ••Pinafon'" 
— ^Thft Pirates of Penzance— lolanthc 
— Patience — Princcbs Ida — 'i he 
Mikado— Trial by Jury. Demy bvo, 
_ cloth limp, 2a. Cd. ^ _ 

Glenny.— A Year's Work In 

Garden and Greenhouse: Practical 
Advico to Amateur Gardeners as to 
the Management of the Flower. Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. Py Gkorgk 
Gliinny._ Post Svo, Is.; cloth, Is. Cd. 

Godwin.— Lives of the Necro- 
mancers. Bv Williau Godwin 
Pout i)VO, cloth limp, 2f, 
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Qolden Library, The: 

Square i6mo(Tauchnitz sizeX cloth 
liinp, 28. per volume. 

BayaiHj Taylor's Diversion* of the 
Echo Club. 

Bennett's (Or. W. C.) Ballad HIetory 
of England! 

Bennett's (Or.) Songs for Sailors. 

Byron's Don Juan. 

Godwin's (William) Lives of ths 
Necromancers. 

Holmc&'s Autocrat of the Break- 
fast Table. Introductioo by Sala. 

Holmes'o Professor at tho Break- 
fast Table. 

Hood's Whims and Oddltfcs. Com- 
plete. All the onglual Illustrations. 

Irvlng's (Washington) Tales of a 
Traveller. 

Irvlng's (Washington) Tales of the 
Alhambro. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and Co- 
cupatlons of a Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays of Eilo. Both Scries 
Complete in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt's Essays: A Tale for a 
Chimney Corner, and other Pieces. 
With Portrait, and lutroductioa by 
Edmund Ollier. 

Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 
d'Arthur: Tho Stories of King 
Arthur and of the Knights of the 
Round Tabic. EiUlcJ by B. Mont- 
GOMERiL Ranking. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New 
Translation, with Historical Intro- 
ductionand Notcs.byT.M'CRiE.D.D. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Complete. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral 
Rofloctiono. With Notes, and In- 
troductory Essay by Sainte-Bkuve. 

St. Pierre's Paul and Virginia, and 
Tho Indian Cottage. Edited, with 
Lilc, by the Rev. E. Clarke. 

Shelley's Early Poems, and Queen 
Mai). With Essay by Lcicii Hunt. 

Shelley's Later Poems: Laon and 
Cylhna, &c. 

Shelley's Posthumous Poems, the 
Shelley Papers, &c. 

Shelley's Prose Works, including A 
Kiiiitation ot Deism, Zastrozzi, St. 
Irvyne, &c. • 

Golden Treasury of Thought, 

The: An ENCYCL0P.tDiA op Quota- 
iioNs from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited by 
Theodorr Taylor. Crown 8vo, cloia 
«Ut and gilt edges, T?. 6d. 



Graham. — The Professor's 

Wife : A Story. Dy Leonard GitAHAif . 
Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, la. 

Greeks and Romans, The Life 

of the, Described from Antique Monu- 
ments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
KoNEK. Translated from the Third 
German Edition, and Edited by Dr. 
F. HuEFFER. With u^ lilustratioos. 
New and Cheaper Edition, demy Svo, 
cloth extra, 7i. 6d. 

Greenwood (James),Work8 by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Si. Od. each. 

The Wilds of London. 

Low-Llfo Deeps: An ^^count of the 
Strange Fish to be Found Thero. 

Dick Temple: A Novel. Post Svo^ 
illustrated boards, 2s. 



Guyot.— The Earth and Man; 

or, Physical Geography in its relatioa 
to the History of Mankind. By 
Arnold Guyot. With Additions by 
Professors Agassis, Fierce, and GRAr 
12 Maps and Engravings on Steely 
some Coloured, and copious Index. 
Cr own 8vo. cloth extra, gilt, 4i. 6d. _ 

Hair (The): Its Treatment ia 
Health, Weakness, and Disease^ 
Translated from the German of Dr. I. 

_ F'NCUS. Crown 8vo, ll .; cloth. li. 60. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon)^ 

Poems by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 08. each. 
New Symbols. 
Legends of the Morrow. 
The Serpent Play. 

MaJden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth 
extra, 8s. 



Hail.— Sketches of Irish Cha- 
racter. By Mrs. S. C Hall. With 
numerous Illustrations on Steel and 
Wood by Maclise, Gilbert, Harvky, 
and G. Cruikshank. Medium 8to, 
clo t h extra, Btlt. 7a. 6d . 

Halliday.— Every.day Papers. 

By Andrew Halliday. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. _ __ 

Handwriting, The Philosophy 

of. With over loo Facsimiles and Ex- 
planatory Text. By Don Fklix db 
Salamanca. Post Svo. cl. limp, 2s.6d. 

HankyPanky: A Collection of 

Very EasvTricks.Very Difficult Tricks, 
White .Ma;{ic, Sleight of Hand. &c. 
Edited by W. H. Crembr. With aoo- 
lUusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extrs,4s* ^ 
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HaMy (Lady DufTus). — Paul 

Wyntar^s SaorlAoe: A Story. By 
Lady Durrus Hakoy. Post 8vo, Ulait 
boards, 21. 

Hardy (Thoma8).~Undep the 

Gr«enwood Ti«a. By Thomas Hardy, 
Aathor of **Far from the Madding 
Crowd.** With namerous Illustrations. 
Crown 8yo, cloth extra. Ss. 6d. ; post 
8vo. illastrated boards, 2l. 

Haif*wood.— The Tenth Earl . 

Bt J. Bbrwick Harwood. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards , 2 1. [In the press. 

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Works by : 

Th« Art of Dress. With numerous 
Illustrations. Small 8vo, illustrated 
cover, It. ; cloth limp, It. 6d. 

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
Coloured Frontispiece and Illusts.Sa. 

Ths Art of Decoration. Square 8vo, 
handsomely bound and profusely 
Illustrated. 10a. 6d. 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Kev. With Eight Coloured Pictures 
ana numerous Woodcuts. Novr 
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 6s. 

Chaucer for Schools. Demy 8vo, 
cloth limp, 2a. 6d . 

Hawei8(Rev. H. R.).~American 

Humorista. Including Washington 
Irving. Oliver Wenubll Holmes, 
Tamrs Russell Lowell, Artemus 
ward.Mark Twain, and Bret Hartb. 
By the Rev. H. R. Haweis, M.A. 
Crown 8vo. cloth extr '^ Ca. 

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth exira, 38. 6d. each ; 
post tivo, illustrated b )ards, 2a. each. 

Garth. i Set astlan Strom*. 

Elllce Quentln. | Du*£. 
Prince Saronl'a Wife. 
Fortune's Fool. | Beatrix Randolph. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3t. 6d. each. 

Miss Cadogna. 

Love— or^ Na me. IShorHy, 

Mra. Qainsborough'a Diamond*. 
Fcap; 8vo, illustrated cover, la. 

Hays — Women of the Day: A 

Biographical Dictionary of Notable 
Contemporaries. By Frances Hays. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5a. 

Heath (F. G.). — My Garden 

wild, and What I Grew There. By 
Francis George Heath, Author of 
•• The Fern World," &c Crown 8vo. 
cloth extra, 58. ; cl. gilt, gilt edges, 69. 



Helps (8lr Arthur), Works by : 

Post 8vo^ doth limp, Si. 6d. each. 
Animala and their Matters. 
Social Preaeure. 

Ivan de Biron : A NoveU Crown Sro^ 
cloth extra, 8a. 6d.; post Svo, Ulua* 
trated boards, 28. 



Heptalogia (The); or. The 

Seven against Sense. A Cap with 
Seven Bells. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 

Herbert.— The Poems of Lord 

Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with 
Introduction, by J. Chmiton Collins. 
Crown 8vo, bound In parchment, te. 

Herrick'8 (Robert) Hesperldes, 

Noble Numbers, and Complete Col- 
lected Poems. With Memorial-Intro* 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A B. 
Grosart, D.D., Steel Portrait, Index 
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index, 
&c. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 18a. 

Hesse - Wartegg (Chevalier 

Ernst vonX Worka by : 
Tunis: The Land and the People. 
With 23 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3a. 5d. 

The Now Southwest: Travelling 
Sketches from Kansas. New Mexico, 
Arizona, and Northern Mexico. 
With 100 fine Illustrations and Three 
Maps. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 
1^. [/i» pre paration, 

Hindley (Charles), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3b. 6d. each. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Savings : In* 
eluding the Origin of Siens, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs. &c. 
With Illustrations. 

The Lifeand Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindley. 

Hoey.— The Lover's Creed? 

By Mrs. Cashel Hoev. With Frontis- 
piece by P. Macnab. New and Cheaper 
Edit. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d. 

Holmes (O.Wendell), Works^by: 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
2a. 6d.— Another Edition in smaller 
type, with an Introduction by G. A. 
Sala. Post 8vo, cloth limp, Sfa. 

The Professor at the Breakfaat* 
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Posi 
8vo, cloth limp, 29. 
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Holmes'. -* The Science of 

VoIm Production and Voico Prooei*- 
vatlon: K Popular Manual for the 
Use of Speakers and Singers. By 
Gordon Holmes, M.D. With IDus- 
trations. Crown 8vo. U. ; cloth, li. 6d. 

Hood (Thomas): 

Hood'8 Choice Worka, In Prose and 
Verse. Including the Cream of the 
Comic Annuals. With Life of the 
Author. Portrait, and 300 Illustra- 
tions. Crown bvo, cloth extra, 71. 6d. 

Hood'8 Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plctc. With all the original Ulus- 
trations. Post Bvo, cloth limp, 2a. 

Hood (Tom), Works by: 

From Nowhere to the North Pole: 
A Noah's ArksBoloKical Narrative. 
With 25 Illustrations by W. Drun. 
TON and E. C. Barnes. Square 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6t. 

A Golden Heart : A Novel. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards. 2fl. 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Hu. 

morous Works, including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Pui sand 
Hoaxes. With a New Life 01 the 
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
Illusts. Cr. Bvo, cl. ext ra, gilt, 7a. 6d. 

Hooper — The House of Raby : 

A Novel. By Mrs. Gkorge Hoofur. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Hopkins— "Twixt Love and 

Duty :" A Novel. By Tighb Hopkins. 
Cr own 8vo, cloth extra, 6s . [In the press. 

Home.— Orion : An Epic Poem, 
in Three Books. By Richard Hen- 
gist HoRNE. With Photographic 
Portrait from a Medallion by Sum- 
mers. Tenth Edition, crown ttvo, 
cloth extra, 7fl. 



Howell.— Conflicts of Capital 

and Labour, Historically and Eco- 
nomically considered : Being a His* 
tory and Review of the Trade Unions 
ot Great Britain. By Geo. Howell 
l.:.k: Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

H ugo. — The H u nchback~~of 
Notre Dame. By Victor Hugo. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Huht.— Essays by Leigh Hunt. 

A Tale for a Chimney Comer, and 
other Pieces. With Portrait and In- 
troduction by Edmund Olujer. Post 
9vO| cloth limp, 2§« 



Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9i. M. aachx 
post 8to. illostrated boards, Si. each. 

Thomicroft'a Modal. 

The Leadan Catket 

SalfCondemnad 



Indoor Raupers. By Onb of 

TuBM. Crown 8vo, is, ; cloth, lfl» id. 

Ingelow—Fated to be Free : A. 

Novel. By Jean Ingblow. Crown 
8yo. cloth extra. U. 6d.; poM SvQ, 
illustrated boards, Si. 



Irish Wit and Humour, Songs 

of Collected and Edited by A. Paa- 
cBVAL Graves. Post 8vo. cloth Umo. 
2a. 6d. • r. 



Irving (Washlngton),Wopks by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, Si. each. 
Tales of a Traveller. 
^' Tales of the Alhambra. 



Janvier.— Practical Keramics 

. for students. By Cathbrink A. 
Janvier. Cruwn Bvo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Jay (Harriett), Novels by: 

The Dark Colleen. Post 8vo, illoa- 
tratcd boards, 2i. 

The Queen of ConnauKht. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post 8vo. 
illustrated boards, 2i. 



Jefferies (Richard), Works by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, €a. each. 
Nature near London. 
The Uf9 of the Fialdt. 
The Open Air. 



Jennings (H. J.), Works by: 

Curlosltlee of Crltldem. PostSvo, 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Lord Tennyson: A Biographical 

Sketch. With a Photograph-Por- 
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, te. 

Jennings (Hargrave). — The 

Rosicruclane: Their Rites and My». 
terics. With Chapters on the Ancient 
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. By 
Hargrave Jennings. With Five full. 
pa{;e Plates and upwards of 300 Illtis* 
trations. A New £ditioc, crowB 8vOw 
doth extfa, 7i. §CU ^ 
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Jerrold (Tom), Works by: 

Post Svo, Is. each ; doth, It. 6d. each. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent 
Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. Illustrated. 

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants 
we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 

Jesse.— Scenes and Occupa- 
tions of a country Life. By Eowaro 
Jessb. Post 8vo, cioili limp, 2s. 

*leux d'Esprlt. Collected and 
Edited by Henky S. Leigh. PostSvo, 
cloth limp, 23. 6d. 

Jonos (Wm., F.S.A.), Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 61. each. 

FIngcr-RIng Lore: Historical, Le- 
i:endary, and Anecdotal. With over 
Two Hundred Illustrations. 

Credulities, Past and Present; in* 
eluding the Sea and Scanicn, Miners, 
Talismans, Word and Letter Divina- 
tion, Exorcising and Blessing of 
Animals, Birds, Egj^s, Luck, &c. 
With an Etched Frontispiece. 

Crowns and Coronations : A History 
of Kegalia in all Tiuies and Coun- 
tries. With One Hundred Illus- 
trations. 

Jonson's (Ben) Works. With 

Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical -Memoir by William 
Gii-FOKU. Edited by Colonel Cum- 
MiNGHAM. Three Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 18s. ; or separately, Cs. each, 

Jo8cphus,TheCompleteWorks 

of. Translated by WiusTof?. Con- 
taining both •• The Antiquities of the 
lews" and "The Wars of the Jews." 
Two Vols., 8vo, with 52 Illustrations 
and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 148. 

Kempt.— Pencil and Palette: 

ChaptcrsonArtand Artists. By RouKRT 
KEurT. Post Svo, cloth !inip, 2s. 6d. 

kingslcy (Henry), Novels byl 

Oakshott Castle. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Number Seventeen. Crown 8vo, cloth 
rxtra, 3j». 6d.; post bvo, illustrated 
boards, 23. 

Knight.— T he Patient's Vade 

Mecum : How to get most Benefit 
Iroin .Medical Advice. By William 
Knight, M.R.C.S., and Edward 
Knight, L.K.C.P. Crown 8vo, Is.: 
alotb, Is. Cd. 



Lamb (Charles) : 
Lamb's Complete Works, in Press 
snd Verse, reprinted from the Ori* 

Einal Editions, with many Pieces 
itherto unpublishod. Edited, with 
Notes and Introduction, by R. H. 
Shepherd. With Two Portraits and 
Facsimile of Page of the " Essay on 
Roast Pig." Cr.8vo, cloth extra, 7s.Cd 

The Essays of Ella. Complete Edi- 
tion. Post 8vo, cloth extra. 2s. 

Pootry for Children, and PHnce 
Dorus. By Charles Lamo. Care- 
fully reprinted Irom unique copies. 
Small Svo, cloth extra, 6a. 

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac- 
ters. By Charles Lamb. Selected 
from his Letters by Percy Vitz- 
GERALD. Post tivo, cfoth limp. 28. 6d. 

Lane's Arabian Nights, &c.: 

The Thousand and One Nights: 
commonly called, in England, "Thb 
Akauun Nights* Knturtain- 
MF.NTS.'* A Now Translation from 
the Arabic, with copious Notes, by 
Edward William Lank. Illustrated 
bv many hundred Engravings on 
wood, from Original Designs by 
Wm. Harvsy. ANewEdiliou.from 
a Copy annotated by the Translator, 
edited by his Nephew, Edward 
Stanley Pooi.e. With a Preface by 
Stanley Lane-Poole. Three Vols., 
demy 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each. 

Arabian Society In the Middle Ages: 
Studies from "The Thousand and 
One Nights." .By Edward William 
Lane, Author of "The Modern 
Egyptians," &c. Edited by Stanlky 
Lank-Poole. Cr. 8vo. cloth extra. 6s. 

Lares and Penates; or, The 

Background of Life. By Florence 
Ca ddy. Crown Rvo. cloth extra. 68. 

Larwood (Jacob), Works by : 

The story of the London Parks. 
With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 38^^. 

Post 8vo, cloth lunp, 23. 6d. each. 
Forensic Anecdotes. 
Theatrical Anecdotes. 



Life In London ; or. The History 
of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthi.in 
Tom. With tho whole of Cuuwv- 
shank's Illustrations, in Colours, alter 
tho Origiuals. Ciowa bvo, c'.oih extra, 
7s. Cd. 

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by : 

Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 
Witch Stories. 

The True Story of Joshua Davidson, 
Ourselves: Essays on Women. 
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Linton (E. Lynn), continued-^ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38 6d. each; post 
8vo, illustrated boat da, 2a. (;acb. 

Patricia Komball. 

Tho Atonement of Learn Dundoe 

The World Well LotL 

Under which Lord ? 

Willi a Sltkon Thread. 

Tho Rebel of the Family. 

"My Love!" | lone. 

Looks and Keys.— On the De- 
velopment and Distribution of Priini-. 
tivo Locks and Kt.yi. Hy Liout.-Gcn. 
VtYT-Kivi.ns, l'\R S. With numerous 
Illusts. Dcuiy4to, half Roxburi^hc, 163. 

Longfcllov/: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 73. Cd. c.-xch. 

Loniifollow'sComplcto ProccNVorke. 
Iiuluain.- "Outro iMi-r." '* llypcr- 
iun," "Kivan i;;li." " 1 he Poi tiiuiid 
Porlryol L:uraj)e,"an'l '* Dri;tv\o:jil.'' 
With Portrait and lllui^iraiiuus by 

VALKNTINIi liuOMLKY. 

Lonf.fcllow'a Poetical Works. Care* 
tally Kcprintc.i trom the Orii;iiiil 
lidilions. Willi nunu;iou'> fine Illus- 
trations on Steel and Wood. 

Long LIfo, Aids to:. A Mctlical, 
Dietetic, and General Guitle iu 
Ilcahli and Discasi;. JJy iW. E. 
Davji-s, L.K.C.P. Grown 8vo, 2d. ; 
cloth liinp, 23. 6d. 

Lucy.— Gideon Fleyco: A Novel. 

liy III NMcv W. LtcY. Crown 8vo, 
cl. ex., 33. 6d ; post bvo, illust. bJs., 23. 

Luoiad (Tho[ of Camoens. 

Translated into Enj:li-.h Spcnfcrian 
Vi-rsc by KouLKr 1 1 ki:ncji Duf. 
Deaiy ii\o, with Foiutcca (ull«paye 
Platis, cloth boards, 18s. 

McCarthy (Justin, M.P.),Work8 

by: 

A History of Our Own Times, from 
the Acc( Nsion cf ^)uccn Victoria to 
tiie General Election 6t xSio. Four 
Vols. d( iny 8vo, cloth extra, 12a. 
c:;ch.— Also a Popular Kditio.s, iu 
I'our Vols. cr. Jivo, cl. cxtr.i, 63. each. 

A Short History of Our Own Times. 
C)ne Vol., crown 8vu, cloth extra, 6a. 

Hlrtory of the Tour Georges. Four 

Vols, dciuy bvo, cloth extra, 12s. 

each. (Vol. 1. nou ready. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

Tho Watcrdalc Neighbours. 



McCarthy (Justin), continued'^ 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. I Miss Misanthrope. 

Linloy Rochford. I Donna Quixote. 

Tho Comet of a Season. 

Maid of Athens. 

Camlola: A Girl with a Fortune. 
Tluco Vols., crown 8vo. Third Kdit. 

**The Right Honourable:" A Novel. 
By Justin McCarthy and Mrs. 
Cami'ukll Praed. Thrcfj Vols., 
crown bvo. _ _ V^}J]}^ /»rf s$. 

McCarthy (Justin H., M.P.), 

V/orks by: 

An Outlinoofth% History of Ireland, 

lro;n the Earliest Times to the Pre. 
scat Day. Cr. bvo, It. ; cloth. Is. 61. 

Enilmd under Gladstone, 1880-S5. 

S c uil IMiiion, le.i-. ;'land tTou/hi 
d'^wn to ih-; Fall of the Gladatoi.e 
A l.iiia' tr.iiioii, Crowu bvo, cluili 
extra, 6j. 

DoDHi! .\n Athntic r.p'soie. Cro-wo 
8v.\ Is. ; cloth, Is. 01. [/»»v/>a. ;/r;. 

Our Censatlon Novel. Edited by 
JubTi^ 11. >.IcCaktiiy. Crown bvo, 
lo. ; cloih, Is. 6d. [In thp pras. 

MacDonaid (George, LL.D.), 

Works by : 
The Princess and Curdle. With 11 

Ultistrations by Jamcs Allbn. Small 

cro.vn Svo, clolu extra, 5s. 
Guttapercha Willie, the Working 

Geniu<;. With 9 lllustratiocs by 

ARTHL7R Hughes. Square bvo, cloth 

extra, 3s. Cd. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Hs. 6d. each ; post 
bvo, iliusti'atcd boards, 23. each. 

Paul Fabor, Suri«con. With » Froo* 
. tis;>iecc by J. E. Mili.ais. 
Thomas Wlngfold, Curate. With a 
Fro u t ispieco by C. J. S rANiLASD. 

Macdonell.— Quaker Cousins: 
A Novel. By Agnes Macdonelu 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. Cd.; post 
Bvo, illustr ated boa rds, 28. 

Macgrcgop. — Pastimes and 

Players. Notes on Popular Games, 
By UouHRT Macgrecor. Post 8vo, 

cloth limp, 23. 6d. 

Macllse Poptpalt-Qaltery (The) 

of Illustrious Literary Characters; 

with Mcmbirs—Biographical, Critical, 
biblior,r>'iphical, and Anecdotal — iUus- 
trative ot the Literature of the former 
half of the Present Century. By 
William Batks, B.A. With 85 Por- 
traits printed on .in India Tint. Crowa 
bvo, cloth extra, 73. Cd. 
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Mackay.— Interludes and Un- 

deptonM : of. Music at Twilight. By 
Charlis Mackay, LL.D. Crowu Svo, 
cloth eitra, 61. 

Macquold (Mrs.), Works by: 

Square 8vo, cloth extra, lOi. 6d. each. 
In the ArdcnrM*. With so fine lUus* 
tratioDS by Thomas R. MacoU-Oid. 

Pictures and Legenda from Noi» 
mandy and Brittany. With numer- 
ous IHustrationt by Thomas Ri 
Macquoid. • 

About Yorkshire. With ^67 Illustra- 
tions by T. R. Macquoid, '^ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7fl. 6d each. 

Through Normandy. With 90 Illus- 
trations byT. R. Macquoid. 

Through Brittany. With numerout 
Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2i. each. 
The Evil Eye, and other Stories. 
Lost Rose. 

Magician's Own Book (The): 

Performances with Cups and Balls. 
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All 
fiom actual Experience. Edited by 
W. H. Cremer. With 200 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo. cloth extra, is. 6d. 

Magic No Mystery : Tricks with 
Cards, Dice, Balls, &c., with fiilly 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing ; Training of Perform- 
ing Animals, &c. With Coloured 
Frontispiece and many Illustrations. 
Cr-)w n 8vo, cloth e xtra, 4s. 6d. 

Magic Lantern (The), and its 

Management: including full Prac- 
tical Directions for producing the 
Limelight, making Oxygen Gas, and 

?repanng Lantern Slides. By T. C. 
Iepworth. With 10 Illustrations. 
Cro wn 8vo. If. ; cloth. Is. 6d. 

Magna Charta. An exact Fac- 
simile of the Original in the British 
Museum, printed on fine plate paper, 
S feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 5s. 

Mallock (W. M.), Works by: 

The New Republic; or. Culture, Faith 
and Philosophv in an English Country 
House. Post dvo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. ; 
Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 2s. 

The New Paul and Virginia ; or; Posi- 
tivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Poems. Small 4to, in parchment, 88. 

Is Life woKh Living F Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, €8. 



Mallory't (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d'Arthur : The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the KnighU of the Round Table. 
Edited by B. Momtgombrib Rambimo. 
Post 8vo, cfoth limp, 2s. 

Marryat (Florence), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s.6d.ea:h; 
l>osi«vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Open! Sesame! 
Writ te n In Fire 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
A Harvest of Wild Oats. 
A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 



Masterman.^Half a Dozen 

Daughters: A Novel. By J. Mastbr- 
MAS. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Marlowe's Works. Including 

his Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introductions, by Col. Cun* 
NiNGHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 

Mark Twain, Works by: 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain. 
Revised and Corrected throughout by 
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and 
numerous Illui-trations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Innocents Abroad ; or. The New 
Pilgrim's Progress : Being some Ac* 
count of the Steamship " Quaker 
City's" Pleasure Excursion to 
Europe and the Holy Land. With 
834 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7s. 6d.— Cheap Edition (under 
the title of" Mark Twain's Pleasurb 
Trip "), post 8vo, illust. boards, 28. 

Roughing It, and The Innocents at 
Home. With aoo Illustrations bv 
F. A. Prase R. Crown Svo^ cloth 
extra, 7s. 6d. 

The Gilded Age. By Mark Twain 
and Charles Duolev Warner. 
With 212 Illustrations by T. Coppin. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. 
With III Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.— Cheap Edition, 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

An Idle Excurslon,and other Sketches. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

The Prince and the Pauper. With 

Dearly 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 78. 6d. 
A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illustra* 

tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

—Cheap Edition, post 8vo,iilustrated 

boards, 28. 

The Stolen White Elephant, Ae. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. ; post 8vo» 
illustrated boards, 28. 
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Maik TWAIN's Works, ctmiinwd'^ 

LIfa on th« MImImIppI. With about 
soo OriRinal lllustratiooa. Crowo 
ovo, cloth extra, 7l. 6d. 

Tho Advontupes of Huokleberry 
Finn. With 174 Illustrations bv 
£. W. Kemblb. Crown 8vo, cloto 
extra, 7s. 6d. 

Masslnger's Plays. From the 
Text of William GirroRO. Edited 
bv Col. Cunningham. Crown 8vo, 
Cloth extra. 68. 

Mayfalr Library, The: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2f. 6d. per Volnme. 

A Journey Round My Room. Br 
Xavier ds Maistre. Translated 
by Henry Attwell. 

LatterDay Lyrics. Edited bjr W 
Davenport Adams. 

Quips and Quiddities. Selected bjr 
W. Davenport Adams. 

The Agony Column of "The Timet," 

from 1800 to ib70. Edited, with an 
Introduction, by Alice Clay. 

Balzao'8 "Comedle Humalne** and 
its Author. With Translations by 
H. H. Walker. 

Melancholy Anatomised: A Popular 
Abridgment of " Burton's Anatomy 
of Melancholy." 

Gastronomy as a Fins Art. By 
Brillat-Savarin. 

The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies, 
and Frolics. By W. T. Dobson. 

Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentrlcl* 
ties. Selected and Edited by W. T. 
Dobson. 

The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Bec. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
First Series. Containing: The 
Wicked World — Pvgmalion and 
Galatea— Charity — The Princess — 
The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
Second Series. Containing : Broken 
Hearts — Engaged— Sweethearts— 
Gretchen— Dan'l Druce— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. Pinafore — The Sorcerer 
—The Pirates of Penzance. 

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. 
Collectedand Edited by A. Pbrcevai. 
Graves. 

Animals and their Masters. By Sir 
Arthur Helps. 

Social Pressure. By Sir A. Helps. 

Curiosities of Criticism. By Henry 
J. Jennings. 

The Autocrat of the DreakfastTabls. 
By Oliver Wendell Holmes. Il- 
lustrated by J. Gordon Thomson. 



MavPAiK Library, eonHnuti^ 

Psnell and Palstt«. Bj Robskt 
Kemft. 

Little Essays : Sketches and Charae> 
ters. By Chas. Lamb. Selected from 
his Letters by Percy Fit<obrai.i>. 

Forenslo Ansodotes: or, Humour and 
Curiosities of the Law and Men ol 
Law. By Jacob Larwood. 

Theatrical Ansodotes. By Jacob 
Larwood. 

Jsux d'Esprlt. Edited by Hbubt S. 
Leigh. 

True History of Joshua Davidson. 
By E. Lynn Linton. 

Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Limtom. 

Ourselves: Essays on Women. By 
E. Lynn Linton. 

Pastimes and Players. By Robskt 

Macgrecor. 

The New Paul and Virginia. By 

W. H. Mallock. 
New Republlo. By W. H. Mallock. 
Puck on Pegasus. ByH.CnoLMOMDa- 

LEY'PeNNELL. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. Bv H. Cmol* 
mondeley-Pennell. Ilittstrated by 
George Du Maurier. 

Muses of Mayfalr. Edited by H. 
Cholmondeley-Pennell. 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. By 
H. A. Page. 

Punlana. By the Hon. Huoh Rowlbt, 

More Punlana. By the Hon. Huon 
Rowley. 

The Philosophy of Handwriting By 
Don Felix db Salamanca. 

By Stream and Sea. By Willum 

Senior. 

Old Stories Re-told. By Waltss 

Thornsury. 

Leaves fk*om a Naturallst'a Noto* 
Book. By Dr. Andrew Wilson. 

Mayhew.— London Characters 

and the Humorous Side of London 
Life. By Henry Mayubw. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo^ 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. - 

Medicine, Family.— One ThoQ. 

sand Medical Maxims and Suri{ical 
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle 
Age, and Old Age. By N. B. Daviks, 
L.K.C.P. Lond. Cr. 8vo, It. ; cl.. Is. 6d. 

Merry Circie (The) : A Book of 

New Intellectual Games and Amuse- 
ments. By Clara Bbllbw. With 
numerous. Illustrations. Crown Svo^ 
cloth extri^ 4s. 6d. 
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Moxloan Mustang (On a), 

through Texas, from the Gulf to the 
Rio Grando. A New Uook cf Ameri* 
can Humour. Ly Alex. E.Sw^kt aod 
1. AsiioY Knox, Kditors of " Texas 
biftinss.'* With 263 Illusti. Cr. 8vo, 
_ cloth ext ra, 7t. 6d . 

MIddlemass (Jean), Novels by: 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2i. each. 

Touch and Qo. 

M r.Dor llHon. 

Miller. — Physiology for the 

Youne: or. The House of Life: Hu- 
riHU Pljysioloffy, with its application 
to the Preservatiou of Health. For 
Classes and Populaif Keadiu?. With 
numerous Illusts. By Mrs. F. Fenwick 
MiLLKR, Small 8vo, cloth limp^ 23. 6^ 

Milton (J. L.), WorkTby : 

Sm. 8vo, Is. each ; cloth ex., Is. fid. each. 

Tho Hyf ieno of the Skin. A Concise 
Set of Rules' for the Mana<;cmer.t of 
the Skin; with Directious for Diet, 
Wines. Soaps. Dalhs, &c. 

Tho Bath In Diseases of the Skin. 

The Laws of Life, and their Kclatioo 
_ to Diseases of tbe Skin. 

Moleswopth (Mrs.).--Hathep- 

court Rectory. By Mrs. Molks* 
woRTif, Author of "Tho Cuckoo 
Clock," &C. Ciown 8vo, cloth extra, 
<8. 6d^ [In the puns. 

Moncrleff. — The Abdication.; 

or, Time Tries All. An Historical 
Drama. By W. D. Scott- Monckikff. 
With Seven Etchings by John Pettie, 
R.A., W. Q. OrcmarI'SON, K.A., J. 
MacWhirtkr, A.K.A., Colin Hunter, 
R. MACOETH,«ind Tom Graham. I^rge 
4t o. bound in b ucknrn, 2l8. ^ 

Murray (D. Christie), Novels 

by. Crown Svo.cloih extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

A LIfo'e Atonement. 

A Model Father 

Joseph's Coat. 

Coals of Fire. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

Val Strange. 

Hearte. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

The Way of the World. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 

First Person Singular: A Novel. 
1 hree Vo ls., cr. B vo. 

North ItaiiaiTFoJk! liy Mrs. 

CoMYNS Carr. Illustrated by Ran- 
poLPH Caldecott. Square 8vo. cloth 
extra, TV. 6d. 



Number Nip (Stories about )• 

the Spirit of tno Giant Mountains. 
Retold for Children by Walter 
Gkahamb. With Illustrations by J. 
MoYR SmtR. Post 8vo, cl. extra, 61. 

Nursery Hints: A Mother's 

Guide ie Ifcaihh and Disease. By N. 
E. Davies. L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, la. { 
cloth, 18. 6d. 

O'Connor.—Lord Beaconsflold 

A Biography. ByT. P.O'Conmor, M.P, 
Sixth Edition, with a New Preface, 
bringing the work down to the Death 
of Lord Beaconsfield, Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Oliphant (Mrs.) r<iovels by : 

Whlteladles. With Illustrations by 
Arthur Hopkins and H. Woons, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Crown 8vo, clcih c xtra, 43. 61. each. 
The Primrose Path. 

The Greatest Helreee In Ennland. 

[Shortly, 



O'Hanlon.x The Unforeseen: 

A Novel By Alice O'Hanlon. Three 
Vols., crown 8vo. 

O'Reilly.— Phoebe's Fortunes : 

A Novel. With Illustrations by Henry 
Tuck. Post Kvo, illustrated boards. 2a. 

O'Shaughnessy (Ai^h.), Works 

by: 
■ Sonne of a Worker. Fcap. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Music and MoonSlght. Fcap. 8vc, 
cloih extra, 7d. 6d. 

Loys of France. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra. 103. Cd. 

Oulda, Novels by. Crown 8vo 
cloth extra. 6s. each ; post 8vo, illuSf 
tratcd boards, 28. each. 



Held in Bondage. 
Strathmore. 
Chandoe. 
Under Two Flage. 
Cecil Caetle* 

maine'e Qafie. 
Idalia. 
Tricotrln. 
Puck. 

Folle Ferine. 
TwoLlttleWoodon 

Shoes. 

A Dog of Flanders. 



Pascaref. 

SIgna. 

In a WIntor City 

Ariadne 

FriNidshlp. 

Mothe. 

Piplstrello. 

A Village Com* 
muno. 

BImbl. 

In Maromma. 

Wanda. 

Froscoee. 
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OuiDA, Novels by, continued. 
Pplno««8 Nappaxint. Crown Ivo 

cloth extra, 6s. 
Othmar: A Novel. Second Edition. 
Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

Wisdom, Wit and Pathos, selected 
fiotn the Works of Ouida by P. 
Sydney Morris. Small crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6s. 



Page (H. A.), Works by j 

Thopoau : His Life and Aims : A Study. 

With a Portrait. Post 8vo, clotn 

limp, 28. 6d. 
Lights on the Way: Some Tales ....!. 

Ill a Tale. By the late I. H. Alex- 

AKDER, B.A. Ivdiled by H. A. Page. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra,^^ 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A 

New Translation, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M'Crib, 
P. P. Post Svo, cloth lim p, 2a. 

Patient's (The) Vado Mecum; 

How to get most Benefit from Medi- 
cal Advice. By Williau Knight, 
M.R.C.S., and Kdwakd Knight. 
L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo. Is.; cloth, Is.Cd. 

Paul Ferroll : 

Poit 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Paul Forpoll : A Novel. 
Why Paul FerrolM<'llod his W]fe._ 

Paul.— Gentle and Simple. By 

Maugarrt AoNiis Paul. With a 
Prontispiece by IIixkn Paterson. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth extr.i, 38. tJd. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

Payn (James), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 83. 6d. each; 

post 8vo, illu£trated boards, 2s. each. 

Lost Sir Masslngbord. 

Tho Best of Husband*. 

Walter's Word. 

Halves. | Fallen Fortunea. 

What Ho Cost Her. 

Loss Black than we're Painted. 

By Proxy. i High Spirits. 

Under Ono Roof. | Carlyon'a Year. 

A Confidential Agent. 

Some Private Views. 

A Grapo from a Thorn. 

For Cash Only. ( From Exilt. 

Kit: A Memory. 

Tho Canon's Ward. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

A Perfect Treasure. 

Bsntlnck's Tutor. : Murphy'a Matter. 



Payn (Jambs), continued^ 
A County Femlly. | At Her Merey. 
A Woman's V^ngeanoe. 
Cecil's Tryst 
Tho ClyfTarde of ClyfRk 
The Family Seapegraoe. 
The Foster Brothere. 
Found Dead. 
Gwendoline's Harvest. 
Humorous Stories. 
Like Father, Like Son. 
A Marine Residence. 
Married Beneath Him. 
Mirk Abbey. 
Not Wooed, but Won. 
Two Hundred Pounds Reward 

In Peril and Privation; Stories oft 
Marine Adventure Re-told. A Book 
fcr Doys. With numerous lUostra* 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt. 68. 

Tho Talk of tho Town: A NoreL 

With Twelve Illustrations by Haery 

FuRNiss. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 

_ 33. 6d^ 

Pears.— The Present Depros- 

slon In Trade: Its Causes and Reme- 
dies. Being the " Pears" Prize Essays 
(of One Hundred Guineas). By Edwin 
GoADuv and William Watt. With 
an hvtroductory Paper by Prof. Lr.oNS 
Levi. P S..\ . , F.SS. Pemy Svo. l8. 

Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), 

Works by : 

Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 

Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten faU> 
page Ulusts. by G. Pu Mauricr. 

The Muses of Mayfalr. Vers de 
Hocicte, Selected and Edited by H. 
C. PennelLji 

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by: 

Post 3vo, la. each ; cloth limp, 
Is. 6d. each. 
Beyond the Gates. By the Anthor 
of "The Gates Ajar.'* 

An Old Maid's Paradise. 

PIrkIs (Mrs. C. L.), Novels by : 
Trooping with Crows. Fcap. 8vo^ 
picture cover, Is. 

Lady Lovelace. Post Svo, illustrated 

boards, 23 . [Preparinff, 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious 

Men. Translated from the Greek. 
with Notes Critical and Historical, and 
a Lite of Plutarch, by John and 
William Lanqhornb. Two Vols., 
Svo, cloth extra, with Portraits, lOi. 64. 
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Planoh6 (J. R.)f Works by : 

Th« Pur«ulvant of Arms ; or, Her- 
aldry Founded upon Facts. With 
Coloured Frontispiece and 200 Illus- 
trations. Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6(L 

Son^a and Poemt, from 1819 to iBn^ 
Edited, with an Introduction, by nis 
Daughter, Mrs. Mackarmess. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, til. 

Poe (Edgar Allan) :— 

I The Choice Works, in Prose and 
I Poetry, of Edgar Allan Foe. With 

an Introductory Essay by Charles 
Daudelairb, Portrait and Fac- 
similes. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. C<L 

The Mystery of Marie Roget, and 
other Stories. Post 8vo, illust.bd8.,2s. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 
plete in One Vol. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2s. 

Praed (Mrs. C.) "The Right 

Honourable:" A Novel. By Mrs. 
Campbell PRAtD& Justin McCarthy, 
M.P. Three Vols., cr. 8vo. [In the press. 

Price (E. C), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23. each. 

Valentino. | The Foreigners. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 

Qerald. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 
2s. [Preparing, 

Proctor (RIchd. A.), Works by : 

Flowers of the Sky. With ss Illu&ts. 
Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps 
for Every Night in the Year, Draw* 
ings of the Constellations, &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Familiar Science Studies. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Saturn and Its System. New and 
Revised Edition.with 13 Steel Plates. 
Deo^y 8vo, cloth extra, lOs. 6d. 

The Great Pyramid: Observatory, 
Tomb, and Temple. With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Mysteries of Time and Space. With 
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

The Universe of Suns, and other 
Science Gleanings. With numerous 
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Wages and Wants of Science 
Workers. Crown Bvo. Is. 6d. 

Pyrotechnlst'sTrea8ury(The); 

or. Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
By Thomas Kentish. With numerous 
lllusuation^ Cr. 8vo, c). extra, 4s. 6<L 



Rabelais' Works. Faithfully 

Translated from the French, witn 
variorum Notes, and numerous charac- 
teristic Illustrations by Gustavb 
DoR<U Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 7s. Od. 

Rambosson.—Popular Astro- 
nomy. Dy J. Rambossom, Laureate o> 
the Institute of France. Translated by 
C. B. Pitman. Crown 8vo. cloth gilt, 
numerous Illusts., and a beautifully 
executed Chart of Spectra, 7s. 6d.< 

Roade (Charles), Novels by : 

Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, illustrated,3s.6d. 

each ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. each. 
Pag Wotnngton. Illustrated by S. L. 

I'lLUES, A.R.A. 
Christie Johnstone. Illustrated by 

William Small. 
It Is Never Too Lata to Mend. II* 

lustrated by G. J. Pinwell. 
The Course of True Love Never did 

run Smooth. Illustrated by Helen 

Patekson. 
The Autobiography of a Thief ; Jacit 

of all Trades; and James Lambert. 

Illustrated by Matt Stretch. 
Love me Little, Love me Long. II* 

lustrated by M. Ellen Edwards. 
The Double Marriage. Illust. by Sir 

John Gilbert, R.A.,andC. Keenr. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. Ilf 

lustrated by Charles Keene. 
Hard Cash. Illust. by F. W. Lawson, 
Grimth Gaunt. Illustrated by S. L. 

FiLDEs, A.K.A., and Wm. Small. 
Foul Play. Illust. by Du Maurier. 
Put Yourself In His Place. Illus* 

trated by Kobert Harnes. 
A Terrible Temptation. Illustrated 

by Edw. HuGHKsaud a. W. Cooper. 

The Wandering Heir. Illustrated by 

H. Paterson, S. L. Fildes, A.R.A., 

C. Green, and H. Woods, A.K A. 
A Simpleton. Illustrated by Kats 

Crauford. 
A Woman-Hater. Illustrated by 

Thos. Coulderv. 
Readlana. With a Steel-plate Portrait 

of Charles Reads. 
Slngleheart and Doubleface: A 

Mattefof-fact Romance. Illustrated 

by P. Mac NAB. 
Good Stories of Men and other 

Animals. Illustrated bvE. A. Admev, 

Percy Macquoid, and Joseph Nash. 

Tho Jilt, and other Stories. Illustrated 

by Jos eph Nash. 

Reader's Handbook (The) of 

Allusions, References, Plots, and 
Stories. Dy tho Rev. Dr. Brewer. 
Filth Edition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, containing a 
Complete English Bibliography. 
Cr. 8voi 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 7l. 6(L 
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Rlohardton. — A Ministry of 

Health, and other Papers. Br Dkn- 
jAiiiN Ward Richardson, M.U., &o. 
CrownSvo, cloth extra. 64. 

RIddell (Mrs. J. H.). Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2i. each. 
Hop Mother's Darling. 
The Prince of Walee's Garden Party 
Wo!rd Storlee. 

Post 8vo, Illustrated boards, Ss. each. 

The Uninhabited House. 

Fairy Water. 

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by : 

Square 8vo, cloth gilt, lOs. 6d each. 
Our Old Country Towns. With over 

so Illustrations. 
Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. 

With 50 Illustrations. 
About England with Dickens. With 

58 Illustrations by Alfred Kiumer 

andC. A. Vandf . rhoof^ 

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

Robinson (Phli), Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each. 

The Poets' Birds. 

The Poets' Beasts. 

Poets' Natural H\^toty^ [Preparing, 

Robinson Crusoe: A beautiful 

reproduction of Major's Edition, with 
37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates by 
GEOucKCRUiKSHANK,choiccly printed. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 78. 6a. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by "Saintb* 
Beuve. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; or, 

A List of the Principal Warriors who 
came over iroin Normandy with Wil> 
liam the Conqueror, and Settled ia 
this Country, a.d. 106C-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Handsomely printed, Cs. 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d- each. 
Punlana: Riddles and Jokes. With 
numerous Illustrations. 
. More Punlana. Profusely Illustrated. 

Runclman (James), Stories by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each ; * 

cloth limp, 2a. 6d each. 
Skippers and Shellbacks. 
Grape Balmalgn's $weetheart 



Ru88eir(W. Clank), Works by: 

Round the Oalley-Flre. Crown Vvcu 
cloth extra, 61.; post 8vo, illoitrated 
boards, 2i|; 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Si. each. ~ 

On the FoVale Head: A Colleclkm 

of Yams and Sea Descrlptious. 

In the Middle Watch^ 

Sala — Gaslight and Daylight 

By George Augustus Sala. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. 

Sanson.— Seven Generations 

of Executioners: Memoirs of the 
Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Editod 
byHKWRYSAWso H. Cr.8vo.cl.eK.8l.6d. 

Saunders (John), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. Sd. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2l. each. 

Bound to the Wheel. 
One Against the World. 
Guy Waterman. 
The Lion In the Path. 
The Two Dreamers. 

Saunders (Katharine), Novels 

by : Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, Sf. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each* 

Joan Merryweather. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
The High Mills. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
Heart Salvage, i Sebastian. 
Gideon's Rock. 



Science Gossip : An Illustrated 

Medium of Interchange for Students 
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by I. E. 
Taylor, F.L.S., &c. Devoted to Qeo* 
logy, Botany, Physiology, Chemistry, 
Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, Phy- 
siography, &c. Prxce 4d. Monthly ; or 
53. per year, post free. Vols. I . to 
XIV. may be had at 7s. 6d. each ; and 
Vols. XV. to XXI. (:8S.s>, at 6i. each. 
Cases for Binding, l8. 6d. each. 

Scott's (Sir Walter) Marmion. 

A New Edition of this famous Poem, 

with over 100 new Illustrations by lead- 

' »P e Arti sts. Small 4to, cl oth ex tra, 16a. 

" Secret Out " Series, The : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illus- 
trated, 4s. 6d. each. 
The Secret Out: One Thousand 
Tricks with Cards, and other Re* 
creations; with Entcrt.iining Expcri* 
xncnts in Drawing-room or ** White 
Magic." By W. 11. Cseukr. 300 
Engravings. 
The Pyrotechnist's Treasury: or» 
Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
By Thomas Kentish. With oomer* 
ous lUustratioas. 
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WithwolUuE 

Kanliy-Piuikv : .... , , 

Viry DilDcill Tiicks, Whits iW 
EtdKbl of llniid. EiUcd by W. U. 



TIM Many Clpclat A Disk of Kew 
tnlellectulGinciand AminnncLti. 
Bjr Cum Biuiv. IfaiiT UluM*. 

Uaiklan^Ovn Smki l^:irD[m;>ni:ci 

llur]lKrebic&. fto. All train iciual 
BxpcHoK*. EditcdbfW. 11. Cut- 
HEK. IM ■lloMrathmi, 
Mulo Ho Myttaryi Tricka -nlib 



Senlop.— By Stream and Sea. 

Bj Wttitiu SiBioa. Posi 8vo, cloili 
limp. Is. «d. 



Shakespeare: 

Ths nrtt FdIIo ShakcipMr&~Ui. 
WiLLUU SHjunsFEinc'a Cffiucdiei, 
UitUrin, and TriEcilics. l^blitlwil 
ACCOCilingtDlbBlriw Orl;;inalI Copies. 
London, tinted bj Iiaao Iicord 
uid Ed. Blouiit. iCq.— A Rcpro- 
ductiDBafilw eitremcl]' nreorii;iiuI, 
in rcriuec J lieilnilD, liy a pbui'i'.;ra- 
phie pcoccu— cninnne lbs Eliiciot 
nccnncT in aniT detail. SouUBira, 
lulf.RoibnrKlic.S. ftL 

ThsLanMlovnaSliakeiiitars. Ban- 
liiull* ncinicil lu red and blBch. in 
s.oalf bm vtrj eliar ww. Wilh 
cn^invcd f:ic9iiiiile of Dioeihout'b 
I-m.rail, PLisrBvo.do1heilra,Tl.6d. 

BJiEkcBpeara fop Children: Tales 
from EhakDCposrs. Uy CniKLes 

IllKslraiu^n), CDlouIcd and plain, b* 

J.KovbSuiti.. Cr. 410. el. Kill, C<. 

The Dramatlo Works or Shnhs- 

apcaro: Tlio Ti:it ol the Fiisl 



freci lh<9 Plajs and rortni 

fiom the Eliiahcitian / 
I^cscDt Time. ISy Ai.irj 
4to, baltSaxbuiglic, 71. 



Shelley's Complete Works, in 

Four Volt- post Sio. cloth limn, Bs. i 
01 Espitildy, a. each, Vol. f. con- 
laiDU liii £atly Poeni, Queen Mib. 
Ac, wilb an Inirodoclim l>> 
HuHTl Vol. II., bii Lati 
Laoti and Cyllina, &ci 






ISniliuinotiiPocini.ihe Shelley Papcii, 
fte-i Vol. IV.. bit Pnse Worki, in- 
cluMinf! A Ri^ulaiion ot Delwi, Za> 



Shai'idan's Comadlss! Tha RIvnIa, 
<"<■' Tlia School Tar SoandaL 
>i, wllh on InlrodiKlion ami 
- - eacb Hay, and a I9in- 
Skbtch of SliMidui, by 
iIattiiews. Wilb Decora- 



Short Sayings of Qpeat Men, 

With HiBtofical and Eiiilatuioty 
Noiri by Sauuel A. Beni, U.A. 
Deaiy Svo, cloih cilra, 7*. tt. 

tMdney's (Sii> Philip) Complete 

Pootlcnl Work*, ti Judine all Ihoso In 
■AicaJia." With oitrail. Ucmorlal- 
Int(a.lui:iion, Nalej, Ac, Ini Ihe lier. 
A. II. GaobAiiT, U.D. Threo "" ■ 
ciownBvo,cl( ' ■ ■ " 



rr>r«e Vols., 



InboardS: Their IlUlory. 
/ith Anccrioiei of F^iniaui Tavcrni 
I ClnmcloiK. By 



niihioilll 

sTnia (Ccc 



Rosiig* and Vn^jtboiula. Post Sto, 
lauiL buaidt, U. : claib limp, as. Cd. 

The RInS & Ball*. I'o^t 8n},ilI^t^ 
Mi., 23. ; cloih, Ei.CA. [fii llii frt^s, 

Skct'ciiloy.— A Match In the 

Dark. DyAiTiiuii Seftchlev. Foil 
Svo, illuslcjicd bond I, ii. 
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Slang Dictionary, The: Ety- 

moiogiciil, Historical, and Anecdotal^ 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s. 6d. 

8mlth (J. Moyr), Works by : 

The PrInc«of Argolls: A Story of the 
Old Creek Fairy Time. Small 8vo, 
cloth extra, with 130 Illusts., 33. Gd. 

Talc8 of Old Thule. With numerous 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth r^ilt.CS. 

The Wooing of the Water Witch : 
A Northern Oddity. With numerous 
Illustratio ns. S mall Svo, c l. ex., Cs . 

Society In London. By A 

FoRCiG.N Resident. New and Cheaper 
(fhc Ninth) Edition, Rcvi£cd, with a 
New Chapter on Socikty amo.sg the 

MlUDLK AND Pl<OKKSSI>)SAI. ClASS£S. 

Cro^vn^vo^ls.; cloth, 13. Cd. , 

Spalding.-Elizabethan Dcmon- 

olo^^y : An Essay in Illustr.^iton of tho 
licliuf in the Exialenco of D jvils. and 
the Powers possessed by Them, liy T. 
Alfrld Spalding, LL.U. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 6s. 

Spanish Legendary Tales. By 

Mrs. S. G. C. MiDDLK »iORE, Author of 
'* Round a Posada Fire." Crown Svo, 
cloth cxtni, Cj. _ 

Speight (T. W.), Novels by: 

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 
With 3 Frontispiece by M, ti.Li:N 
EnwARDS. Crown tJvo, cloth cxtr.i, 
33. Cd. ; por.t Svo, illustrated bJs.,2s. 

A Barren Title. Demy bvo, illus- 
tratcd cover, l3.^ 

Spenser for Children. By M. 

H. TowRY. With Illustrations bv 
Walti:r J. Morgan. Crown 4to, with 
Coloured Illustrations, cloth Kilt, €3. 

Staunton.- Laws and Practice 

of Chess; Toj^ether with an Analysis 
of the Openii.^'S, and a Treatise on 
End Games. Uy Howard Stauntom. 
Edited by Roeekx II. Wormald. New 
Edition, small cr . Bvo. clo th ext ra. 63 . 

Stcdman. — Tho Poets of 

America. With full Notes in Margin, 
and careful Analytical Index. By 
Edmund Clarencb Stedm.\n, Author 
of '* VictorianPoets." Cr. Svo.cl.cx., O.'l. 

iSte'rndale.— The Afghan Knlfel 

A Novel. By Robi:rtArmit.\ge Stern* 
DALE. Cr. bvo, cloth extra, 3b. Cd.; post 
Bvo, illustrated boards, 23. 

Stevenson (R.LoulG),VVorks by : 

Travels with a Donkey In the 

Covennos. Frontispiece by Walter 

Cranb. Post Bvo, cloth limp, 2t. Cd. 



Stevenson (R. Louis), eontinued— 
An Inland Voyage. With Front, by 

W. Crank. Post Svo, cl. Ip.. tt. 6a. 
VIrglnlbue Puerlsque, and other 

Papers. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, lis. 
Familiar Studies of Mon and Booka. 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 68. 
New Arabian Nights. Crown Svo, 

cl. extra, Ca. ; post Bvo, illust. bds.. 28. 
Tho Silverado Squatters.. Witb 

Frontispiece. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 68. 
Princo Otto: A Romance. Second 

Edit ion. Crown Bvo, clotti extra, 63. 

St. John.~A Levantine Family. 

Dy Bavlb St. John. Post Svo, illus* 
trated boards, 2s. 

Stoddard.^Summen Cruising 

In. the South Seas. By Charles 
Warren Stoddard, lllust. by Wallis 
Mackav. Crown Bvo, cl. extra, Sa. Cd. 

Stories from Foreign Novel- 
ists. With Notices of their Lives and 
Writings. By Helen and Alice ZiM- 
mern. Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 33. C d. ; p ost Bvo , illust. bds., 23. 

St. Pierre.— Paul and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. By Ber- 
NAKDiN St. Pierre. Edited, with Life, 
by Rev. E. CLARKE^Post8vo,cl.lp.,28. 

Strutt's Spo.'tslLndPastimea 

of tho People of England ; includinfj 
the Rural and Domestic Recreations, 
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, &c., 
from the E.irlicst Period to the Present 
Time. With 140 Illustrations. Edited 
by William IIonk. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 78. Cd. _^ 

Of 

Guide to 
Favourite London Localities, their 
Society, Celebrities, and Associations. 
With Notes on their Rental, Rates.ond 
House Accommodation. With Map of 
Suburban Lon don. Cr.Svo.cl.ex.,7 3.6A. 

Swift's Choice Works, in Prose 
and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, 
and Facsimiles of tho Maps in the 
Original Edition of ** Gulliver's 
Travels." C r. Svo , s}^\\i extr a, 78. Cd. 

Swinburne (Algernon C.)^ 

V/orks by: 
Tho Queen Mother and Rosamond. 

Fcap. Bvo, 53. 
Atalanta In Calydon. Crown Svo, 6s. 
Chastelard. ATragedy. Cr. Bvo, 78. 
Poems and Ballads. First Series. 

Fcap. Bvo, 03. Cr. Bvo, same price. 
Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 

F cap. Bvo, 93. Cr. Bvo, same price. 
Notes on Pooms and Reviews. Svo,li, 
Sonijs before Sunrise. Cr.8vo,10a6d. 
Bothwell: A Tragedy. Cr.8vo.12a.6d. 



Suburban Homes (The) 

London: A Residential Guid 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



SwiNBURNs'f (A. C.) Works, continued, 
0«orge Chapman : An Essay. Crows 
«vo, ?«. 

fongs of Two Nation*. Cr. 8vo, te. 
EMaya and Studies. Crown 8vo, 12i. 
Erechthous : A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 
Not« of w» English Republican on 

the Muscovite Crusade. 8vo, Is. 
A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Crown 

8vo, ei. 

A Study of Shalceapeara. Cr. 8vo, 83. 
SongsoftheSpringtldee. Cr.8vo,6B. 
Studies In Song. Crown 8vo, 7s. 
Mary Stuart : A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo. 8i. 
THstram of Lyonesse, and other 
Poems. Crown 8vo. 98. 

^Century of Roundels. Small ito, Si. 
A Midsummer Holiday, and other 

Poems. Crown 8vo, 7a. 
Marino Fallero: ATragedy. Cr.8vo.68. 
A Study of Victor Hugo. Crown bvo. 
^^- \ Shortly : 

Symonds.— Wine, Women and 

Song: Mediaeval Latin Students' 
bOD>js. Now first translated into Eng- 
lish Verse, with Essay by J. Addington 
_l^*'Pi!i[??!__§?l^!L?vo,jparchment, 68. 

Syntaxs (Dr.) Thpee~Tour8l 

In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 

?;,.P°°^°'***°°» *Dd »n Search of a 
Wife. With the whole of Rowland- 
SON'S droll page Illustrations in Colours 
and a Life of the Author by I. C. 
HoTTEN. Med. 8vo. cloth extra, 1b. 6d. 

Talne'8 Histopy of English 

Literature. Translated by Henry 
Van Laun. Four Vols., small 8vo, 
cloth boards, 308.— Popular Edition, 
Two Vols., crown 8vo. clot h extra , 158. 

Faylop's (Bayard) Dlversfons 

of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 
_ ModernWriters. Post 8vo, cIL^Iimp, 28. 

Taylor (Dr. J. £., F.LS.), Works 

by : Crown 8vo, cloth ex., 78. 6d. each. 

The Sagacity and Morality of 
Plants : A Sketch of the Life and 
Conduct of the Vegetable Kingdom. 
Coloured Frontispiece and loo Illust 

Our Common British Fossils, and 
Where to liiid Them.' A ilandbook 
lor Students. With 331 Illust rations. 

Taylor's (Tom) Historical 

Dramas : •• Clancarty," " Jeanne 

Dare," " Twixt Axe and Crown/' •• The 

Fool's Revenge," " Arkwright's Wife," 

" Anne Boleyn." "Plot and Passion.'» 

?^*^°*"^.''' ^^°» *^^oth extra, 78. 6d. 

♦. ^'^*. ^**y* ™*y *J«> be had sepa- 
r atcly, at It. e ach. *_ 

Tennyson (Lord): A Biogra. 

Pftlcai Sketch. By H. J. Jennings. 
With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown 
fvo, doth extra, 68. 



Thackerayana: Notes and Anec- 
dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sketches by William Makbpkacs 
Thackerat. depictine Humorous 
Incidents in bis School-life, and 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
his everyday reading. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 



Thomas (Bertha), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Cresslda. | Proud Malsle. 

The Viol i n-Play er. 

Thomas (M.).— A Fight for Life : 

A Novel. By W. Mov Thomas. Post 
8vo. illustrated boards, 28 . 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle 

of Indolence. With a Biographical 
. and Critical Introduction by Allan 
Cunningham, and over ^0 fine Illustra- 
tions on Steel and Wood. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, gilt edges. 7a. 6d. 

thornbury (Walter), Works by 

Haunted London. Edited by Ed- 
HARD Walford, M.A. With Illus- 
trations by F. W. f AiRHOLT, F.S.A. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Life and Correspondence of 
J. M. W. Turner. Founded upon 
Letters and Papers furnished by his 
Friends and fellow Academicians. 
With numerous lUusts. in Colours, 
facsimiled from Turner's Original 

^Drawings. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

Old Stories Re-told. Post 8vo. cloth 
hmp, 2a. 6d. 

Tales for the Marines. Post 8vo, 
___jinuslratedboards, 2s. 

TImbs (John), Works by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7l. 6d. each. 
The History of Clubs and Club Ufa 
m London. With Anecdotes of its 
Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries. 
and Taverns. With many Illusts. 
English Eccentrics and Eccen- 
tricities: Stories of Wealth and 
Fasluou, Delusions, Impostures, and 
ranatic MimjIous, Siraiigo Sights 
and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folk, Men ol 
Letters, & c. With near ly sojllustn. 

Troliope (Anthony), Novels by^: 

£!°.^o° 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each; 
post Bvo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

The Way We Live Now. 

Kept In the Dark. 

Frau Frohmann. | Marlon Fay. 

Mr. Scarborough's Family. 

The La ndLeagu ere. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
The Golden Lion of Granpere. 
JohnCaldlgate. | American Senator 
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Trollop6(Franoe8 E.).Novel8by 

Crown 8yo, doth extra, If. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, Ulastrated boards, St. each. 
i--- Like Shipa upon tho Sea. 

Mabel's Prog fess. I Anne Furne ae. 

Tpoilope(T. A.).^Diamond Cut 

Diamond, and other Stories. Bv 

T. Adolphus Trollope. Cr. 8vo, cf. 

* c».. 8s. 6d.; post 8vo. lUust. boards . 28. 

Tpowbridge.—FarneH's Folly : 

A Novel. By J. T. Trowbridge. Post 
8vo, illustratej^ boards. 2s. [Preparing, 

turgenleff. — Stories from 

Forelan Novelists. Dy Ivan Turgc- 

HiEFF, and others. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 

_88. 6d.;po8t^vo5^illu8trated boards, 28. 

Tytler (C. C. Fraser-). — Mis- 

tress Judith: A Novel. By C. C. 
Fraser-Tytler* Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 
Ss. 6d.j^postJ;VO,Ulust^ boards, 28. 

tytler (Sarah), Novels by: 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards. 23. each. 

What She Came Through. 

The Bride's Pass. 

Crown Bvo, cloth citra, 38. 6d. each. 

Saint Mungo's City. 

Beauty and the Beast. With a 

Frontispiece by P. Macnab. 
Noblesse Oblige. With Illi strations. 

Edited by F. A. Fraser. 
CItoyenno Jacqueline. Illustrated 

by A. B. Houghton. 
The Huguenot Family. With lilusts. 
Lady Bell . Illustrated b y R. Macbeth. 

Burled Diamonds: A Novel. Three 
Vols., crown 8vo. [ Shortly, 

Van Laun.— History of French 

Literature. By H. Van Laun. Three 
Vols., demy 8vo, cl. bds., 78. 6d. each, 

Villari. — A Double Bond: A 

Story. By Linda Viluri. Fcap, 
Bvu, picture cover, 1|. 

Walford (Ed w., M.A.),Works by : 

The County Famiiiosof tho Unltod 
Kingdom. Contain iuK Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Educa* 
tion, &c., of more than 12,000 dis* 
tin^uished Heads of Families, their 
Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the 
Olhccs they hold or have held, their 
Town and Country Addresses, Clubs, 
&c. Twenty-sixth Annual Edition, 
for 1886, cloih Rilt, 60s. [Preparing, 

Tho Shilling Peerage (1886). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
House of Lords, Dates of Creation, 
Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
Addresses, &r. ^2ino, rloth, la. 
PU'wlished a: -!'.), iVrcparing. 



Walford*8(Bdw.) Wotst,coii/teMf— 

The Shilling Baronatais (ISSeX 
Contauing an Alphabetical Ust of 
the Barinets of the Unhed Kingdom, 
short B.ographical Kotaces, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, Ac. s^ino, 
cloth, 18. iPreparittg, 

.The Shilling Knightage (ISSOX Con- 
taining ao Alphabetical List of tba 
Knights of the United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. same, 
cloth, Is. [Preparing, 

Tho Shilling House of Commono 
(1 886 ). Containing a Ust of all tho 
Members of Parliament, their Town 
and Country Addresses, &c 32100. 
cloth, la. Published annually. 

The Complete Peerage, Baronet' 
age, Knightage, and House of 
Commons (1686). In One Volume, 
royal 32mo« cloth extra, gilt edftes. 
68. [PrepariMg 

Haunted London. By Walte« 
Thornoury. Edited by Edward 
Walford. M.A. With Illustrations 
by F. W. Fairiiolt, F.S^A. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 



Walton andCotton'sComplete 

Angler; or. The Contemplative Man'a 
Recreation; being a Discourse of 
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, 
written by Izaak Walton; and In- 
structions how 10 Angle for a Trout or 
Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charles 
Cotton. With Original Memoirs and 
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 
61 Copperplate Illustrations. Large 
crown 8vo, cloth antique, 78. 6d. 

Wanderer's Library, The: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
Wanderings In Patakonia; or,Llf6 

among the Ostrich-Hunters. By 

Julius Bkerbohm. Illustrated. 
Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 

Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 

America. By Fkeukrick Boyle. 
Savage Life. By Frederick Bovlr. 
Morris England In the Oldon TImo 

By (iKouiiK Danirl. With Illustri* 

tions by Root. Cruiksiiank. 
CIrcua Life and Circus Celebrltioa. 

By Thomas Frost. 
The Lives of the Cof\|urers. By 

Thomas Frost. 
The Old Showmen and the Old 

London Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 
Low Life Deeps. An Account of tho 

Strange Fish to be found there. Bv 

Jamks Greenwood. 
The Wlids of London. By Jambs 

Greenwood. 
Tunis: Tho Land and the People. 

By the Chevalier de IlEssB-Wan- 

TLGO. Witli 22 Illustrations. 
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Wakdbrk'\*s Library, The, continued'^ 

The Life and Ad venturoe of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindlev. 

The World Behind the Scenee. By 
Percy Fitzgerald. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Saylnge: 
Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with Ta- 
verns, Cofice Houses, Clubs. &c. 
By Charles Hindley. With Illusts. 

The Genial Showman : Life and Ad- 
ventures of Artemus \Vard. By E. P, 
HiNGSTOM. With a Frontispiece. 

The Story of the London Parks. 
By Jacob Larwood. With Illusts. 

London Characters. By Henry May* 
Hi.w. Illustrated. 

Seven Generations of Executioners : 
Memoirs of the Sanson Family (1668 
to 1847). Edited by Henry Sassoh. 

Summer Cruising In the South 
Seas. By C. Warrem Stoddard. 
Illustrateu by Wallis Mackay. 

Warner.— A Roundabout Jour- 
ney. By Citi .;LES Dudley Warner, 

. Author of " My Summer in a Garden." 
Cr own 8vo. cl oth extra, 63. 

Warrar.:8, &c.:— 
Warrant to Execute Charles I. An 

exact Facsimile, with the Fitty-nine 
Signatures, and corrcspondiuR Seals. 
Carefully printed on paper to imitate 
the Original, 2a in. by 14 in. Trice 2s. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of 
Scots. An exact Facsimile, includ- 
ing the Signature «f Queen Eliza- 
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great 
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper 
to imitate the Original M S. Price 2s. 

Magna Charta. An exact Facsimile 
of the Original Document in the 
British Museum, printed on tine 
plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 
feet wide, with the Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 6a. 

The Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A List 
of the Principal Warriors who came 
over from Normandy with William 
the Conqueror, and Settled in this 
Country. a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Price 5s. 

Weather, How to Foretell the, 

with the Pocket Spectroscope. By 
F. W. Cory, M.R.C.S. Eng., F.U.Met. 
Soc., &c. With 10 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, Is. ; cloth. Is. Cd. 
Westropp.—Handbook of Pot- 
tery and Porcelain; or, History of 
those Arts from the Earliest Period. 
By lIoDDKR M. Westropp. With nu- 
merous Illustrations, and a List ot 
Marks. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 4s. 6<1. 



Whlstlcr(Mr.)— "Ten o'Clook." 

Uniform with his "Whistler v. Rus- 
kin." Crown 8vo, Is. [Shortly^ 

Vvillldm8~(W. Mattleu, F.R7A.S.), 

Works by: 
Science Notes. See the Gbntlbman's 

Magazine. If. Monthly. 
Science In Short Chapters. Crown 

6vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6a. 
A Simple Treatise on Heat. Crown 

8vo, cloth limp, with Illusts., 2s. 6d, 
The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 
_ ^vo, cloth extra, Cs. 

Wllson'jDr. Andrew, F.R.8.E.), 

Works by: 

Chapters on Evolution: A Popular 
History of the Darwinian and 
Allied Theories of Development. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, with 259 Illustr.itions, 78. 6d. 

Leaves from a Naturalist's Note 
book. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Leisure-Time Studies, chiefly Bio- 
logical. Third Edit., with New Pre- 
face. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., with Illusts,, 6s. 

Studies In Life and Sense. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown Bvo, 
cloih extra, 63. U'npnriitfr, 

Common Accidents, and How to 
Treat them. By Dr. Andrew Wil- 
son and others. With numerous Il- 
lustrations. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth 
limp. Is. Cd. _ {^''"SP^'^^JUS' 

Winter (J. S.), Stories by T -^ 

Cavalry Life. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 
Regimental Legends. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, ill us* 
trated boards, 28. 

Women of the Day":~A Biogra- 
phical Dictionary of Notable Contem- 
goraries. By Frances Hays. Crown 
vo, cloth extra, 63. 

Wood.— Sabina :*A~Novel. By 

Lady Wood. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: 

A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and 
Out-of-the-Way Matters. By Eue2er 
Edw.'.rds. New and cheaper issue, 
cr. 8vo,cl. ex.,7s.6d^; half-bound, Oa. 

Wright (Thomas), Works by:~ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d. each. 

Caricature History of the Georges, 
n'ho House of Hanover.) With 400 
Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broad- 
sides, Window Pictures, fitc. 

History or Caricature and of the 
Grotesque In Art, Literature, 
Sculpture, and Painting. Profusely 
Illustrated by F.W. Fairholt.F.S.A. 

Yates (Edmund), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23. each. 
Castaway. | The Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 
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NEW THREE-VOLUME NOVELS. 



OVIDA'S NEW NOVEL. 
Othmai*. (A Sequel to "Princess Na- 
praxino.") ByOuiDA. Threo Vols., 
crown 8vo. 

CHRISTIE MURRA Y'S NE \V NO VEL 
First Person Singular. By D. Christib 
Murray, Author of "Joseph's Coat," 
&c. Thrco Vols., crown 8vo. 

MISS 0'HANLON*S NEW NOVEL, 

The Unforeseen. By AliceO'IIanlo.h, 
Three Vols., crown 8vo. 



SARAH TYTLER'S NEW NOVEL. 
Buried Diamonds. By Sarah Tytlrr. 
Author of " Saint Mango's City." &c. 
Three Vol*., crown 8vo. [Shortly 

JUSTIN MCCARTHY'S NEW NOVEL 
Camlola. ^ By Justih McCarthy. 

Author of** Dear Lady Disdain,** &o. 

Three Vols., crown 8va 

NEW NOVEL BY MRS.CAMPBELL 
PRAED & JUSTIN MCCARTHY, 

" The RIf»ht Honourable," Three Vols., 

Crown 8vo, 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 



Popular Stories by the Best Authors. 
• crown 8yo, cloth 

BY MRS. ALEXANDER, 
Maid, Wife, or Widow P 

DY GRANT ALLEN. 
Phlllotla. 

BY BASIL. 
A Drawn Game. 
"The Wearing of the Green.*' 

BY W. BE S A NT & JAMES RICE, 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
My Little Girl. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
With Harp and Crown. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Cclla's Arbour. 
The Monks of Tholema. 
Twaa In Trafalgai''8 Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Yoara' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT, 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The CaptalnV Room. 
All InaGardon Fair. 
Dorothy Forstor. 
Uncle Jack. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and tho Man. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Love Mo for Ever. 
Annan Water. I The Now Abefard. 
Matt. I Foxglove Manor. 

The Master of the Mine. 



Library Editions, many Illustrated* 
extra, Ss. 6d. each. 

BY HALL CAINE, 
The Shadow of a Crimo. 

BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Docolvort Ever. | Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Pa[;e. 
Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Blacksmith and Scholar 
Tho Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS, 



Anlonlna. 
Baoll. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Sucret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman In V/hite. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs. P 



New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep, 
The Law and th« 
Lady. 

TheTwoDostlnlea 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leavoe 
JezebersOaughtei* 
The Blaok Robe. 
Heart and Science 
I Say No. 



BY BUTTON COOK, 
Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES, 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY ALPIIONSE DAUDET. 
Port Salvation. 

BY JAMES DB MILLS. 
A Castle In Spain. 
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PiccAoiLLT Novels, continuid— 
BY J LEITH DERWBNT, 
Oup Lady of Tears. I Clroe't Lovert. 

BY U, BETHAM'EDWARDS, 
Felicia. I Kitty. 

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES, 
Archie Lovell. 

BY R, E, FRANCILLON, 
Olympla. I One by One. 

Queen Qophetua. I A Real Queen. 

Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE, 
Pandurang Harl. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT, 
The Capel Qlrle. 

BY CHARLES CI&gON, 
Robin Gray. | For Lack of Gold, 
in Love and War. 
What will the World Say P 
in Honour Bound. /^ 
Queen of the Meadow^ 
The Flower of the Forest 
A Heart's Problem. 
The Braes of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft.) Of High Degree. 
Fancy Free. | Loving a Dream. 

A Hard Knot. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. | Elllce Quentln. 

Sebastian Stroma. 
Prince Saronl's Wife. 
. Dust. I Fortune's FooL 

Beatrix Randolph. 
Miss Cadogna. 
Love— or a Name. 

BY SIR A, HELPS. 
Ivan de BIron. 

BY MRS. CASHEL HOEY. 
The Lover's Creed. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thornlcix>ft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self Condemned. 

fiV JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT JAY, 
The Queen of Connaught 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 
Number Seventeen. 



PiccAoiLLT NoTiLS, fntinutd^ 
BY B, LYNN LINTOS. 
Patricia Kemball. 
Atonement of Learn Dundai^ 
The World Well Lost 
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family 
"My Love!" | lone. 

BY HENRY W, LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyce. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m,p. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

LInley Rochford. | A Fair Saxon. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

Miss Misanthrope. | Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season. 

Maid of Athens. 

BY GEORGE MACDONALD 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas WIngfold, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT. 
Open ! Sesame I | Written In Fire 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



Coals of Fire. 
Val Strange. 
Hearts. 



Life's Atonement 

Joseph's Coat. 

A Model Father. 

By the Gate of the Sea 

The Way of the World. 

A Bit of Human Nature. 

BY MRS, OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladlos. 

BY MARGARET A, PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 



Lost Sir Massing 

herd. 
Best of Husbands 
Fallen Fortunes. 
Halves. 

Walter'e Word. 
What He Cost Her 
Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
High Spirits. 
Under One Roof. 
Carlyon'e Year. 



A Confidential 
Agent. 

From Exile. 

A Grape from • 
Thorn. 

For Cash Only. 
Some Private 

Views. 
Kit: A Memory. 

The Canon'o 
Ward. 

The Talk of the 
Town. 



CHAtTO * JUriNbOS, PlCCdDILLr. 



f ICCAOItXf NOTBLS, COHtiHUtd^ 

BY B, C. PRtCB, 
Valdntlna. | Th« Ferelgntrti 
Mrs. LanoMtep'a Rival. 

BY CHARLBS RBADS, 
It la Navap Too LaU to Mand. 
Hard Cash. 
Pag Wofflngton. 
Chrlatia Johnatena. 
QHfflth Gaunt, j Foul Play. 
Tha Doubia Marrlaga. 
Lova Me Little, Love Ma Len^ 
Tha Clolstap and tha Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
The Autobiography of a Thiaf. 
Put Youraelf In Hie Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir, l A Simpleton. 
A Woman-Hater. | Readlana. 
SIngleheart and Doubiefaca. 
The Jilt. 

Good Storlee of Men and other 
Animala. 

BY MRS. jF. H, RIDDELL. 
Her Mother'a Darling. 
Prince of Walea'e Garden-Party. 
Weird Stories. 

BY F. W, ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS, 
Bound to the Wheel. 
Guy Waterman. 
Two Oreamero. 
One Against the World. 
The Lion In the Path. 



PiccAOiLLf Novels, eoniiiuud^ 
BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 
Joan Merryweather. 

Margaret and Elizabeth. 
Qldaon'a Rook. I Heart Salvaia. 
Tha High Mllla. I Sebastian. 

BY T. W. SPEIGHT. 
Tha Myeterlee of Heron Oyica. 

BYR, A.STERNDALE. 
Tha Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Proud Malsle. | Cresslda. 
Tha Violin Player. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS. 
The Way we Live Now. 

Frau Frohmann. | Marlon Fay. 

Kept In the Dark. 

Mr. Scarborough'e Family. 

The Land-Leaguora. 

BY FRANCES E. TROLLOPM. 
Like Shipe upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. 
Mabel'e Progress. 

BY T, A. TROLLOPS. 
. Diamond Cut Diamond. 

By IVAN TURGENIEFP, &c 
Stories from Foreign NovellstSi 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. 
Saint Mungo's City. 
Beauty and the Beast. 

BY C.C. FRASER-TYTLSM. 
Mistress Judith. 

BY y.S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. 

Regimental Legends. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF 

Post 8vo, illustrated 

By EDMOND ABOUT. 
Tha Fellah. 

BY HAMILTON Aloi, 
Can* of Carrlyon. | Confldenoat. 

BY MRS. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow P 
Valerie's Fate. 

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 
Qrantley Orange. 

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RJCS. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. 

With Harp and Crown. 

This Son of Vulcan. | My LIttIa Qlrf. 

Tha Case of Mr. Lueraft. 



POPULAR NOVELS. 
boards, 2t. each. 

Bt Bbsant and Rice. eonHmuJtmm 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Cella's Arbour. 
The Monks of Thelemt. 
Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts tnd Conditions of 
The Captains' Room. 
All In a Garden Fair. 

BY FREDERICK BOYLS. 
Camp Notes, t Savage Lffla. 
Chronicle^ of No-man'a Land. 



BOOKS PUBUSHBD Bf 



Chba» PoruLAK NovsLt, emtinutd^ 

BYBRBTHARTB. 
An ItolrttM of Rsd Dog. 
Th« Luck of Roaring Campb 
CAllfornlan Storieii 
Gabriel Conpoy. | Flip. 
MariUa. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 



The Martyrdom 

of Madeline. 
Annan Water. 
The New Abelard. 



The Shadow of 

the Sword. 
AChild of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
liAve Me for Ever. 

BY MRS, BURNETT, 
Surly Tim. 

BY MRS, LOVETT CAMERON, 
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MACLAREN COBBAN, 
The Cure of Souls. 

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS, 
The Bar Sinister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS, 



Antonlna. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman In White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wire. 
Poor Miss Finch. 



Miss or Mr8.P 
New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
Law and the Lady. 
TheTwo Destinies 
Haunted HoteL 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebei'sDaughter 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 



BY MORTIMER COLLINS, 

Sweet Anne Page. 1 From Midnight to 
Trensmlgratlcn. | Midnight. 
A Fight with Fortune. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS, 
Sweet and Twenty. | Frances. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play mo False. 

BY DUTTON COOK, 
Leo. I Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY C. EGBERT CRADDOCK, 
The Prophet of the Great Smoky 
Mountains. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES, 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY ALVIIONSE DAUDET. 
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 

BY JAMES DB MILLE. 
A Castle In Spain. 

BY J, LEITH DBRWBNT. 
Oup Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers. 

BY CHARLES DICKENS, 
•ketches by Boz. 1 Oliver Twist. 
Pickwick Papers. | Nicholas Nlckleby 



diiXAp PoruLAK Novels, contiHuid'^ 

BY MRS, ANNIB EDWARDES. 

A Point of Honour. | Archie LovsIL 

BY M, BETHAM'BDWARDS. 
Felicia, I Kitty. 

BY EDWARD BGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 

BY PERCY FITZGERALD, 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tlllotson. 
Polly. 

Seventy-five Brooke Street. 
The Lady of Brantomo. 

BY ALBANY DB FONBLANQUB, 
Filthy Lucre. 

BY R, E, FRANCILLON. 
Olympla. I Queen Cophetut. 

One by One. | A Real Queen. 

Prefaced by Sir H, BARTLE FRERE, 
Pandurang Harl. 

BY HAIN FRISWELL, 
One of Two. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT, 
The Capel Girls. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON, 



Robin Gray. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the 

World Say P 
In Honour Bound. 
The Dead Heart. 
In Love and War. 
For the King. 
In Pastures Green 



Queen of the Meft> 
dow. 

The Flower of tho 

Potest. 
A Heart's Problem 
The Braes of Yar> 

row. 
The Golden Shaft 
Of High Degree. 



BY WILLIAM GILBERT. 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke. 

BY yAMES GREENWOOD, 
Dick Temple. 

BY ANDREW HALLWAY, 
Every-Day Papers. 

BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY, 
Paul Wyntor's Sacrlflce. 

BY THOMAS HARDY, 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNS, 



Garth. 

Elllce Quontln. 

Prince Saronl's W 



Sebastian Strom« 
Oust, 
fe. 



Fortune's Fool. | Beatrix Randolph. 

BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS. 
Ivan do BIron. 

BY TOM HOOD, 
A Golden Heart. 

BY MRS. GEORGE HOOPEM, 
The House of Raby. 



CHATTO 6» WINDUS, PICCADILLY. 
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Cbiat PoruLAR Novels, cwtittutd^ 

BY VICTOR HUGO. 
The Hunohbaek of Notre Damt. 

BY MRS, ALFRED HUUT. 
Thopnicpoft's Model. ' 
The Leaden Casket. 
SeirCondemnod. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT yAY. 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Connaught. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY, 
Oakshott Castle. | Number Seventeen 

BY R, LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 
The Atonement of Leam Dundat. 
Tho World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Love!' I lone. 

BY HENRY W, LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyce. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 



Dear LadyDlsdaIn 
Tho Wotordale 

Neighbours. 
My Enemy's 

Dauuhtor. 
A Fair Saxon. 



Linley Hochford. 
MissMleanthropo 
Donna Quixote. 
Tho Comet of a 

Season. 
Maid of Athena. 



BY GEORGE MACDONALD, 
Paul Faber, Surnoon. 
Thomas Wingfold, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL, 
Quaker Cousins. 

nY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID, 
rhe Evil Eye. | Lost Rose. 

BY W. H. MALLOCK, 
The New Republic. 

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT, 



Open! Sesame! 
A Harvest of Wild 
Cats. 



A Little Stepson. 
Flighting the Air 
Written In FIra. 



BY J. MASTERMAN. 
Half-a-dozen Daughtei^ 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. | Mr. Oorllllon. 

*. BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



DythoQatooftht 
Sea. 

Val Strange. 
Hearts. 



ALIfo'sAtonement 
A Model Father. 
Joseph's Coat. 
Coals of Fire. 

BY MRS, OLIPHANT* 
Whlteladles. 

BY MRS. ROBERT O'REILLY, 
Phcabe'e Fortunes 



Criat PoruLAR NovxLS, eomiinmid^ 

BY OUIDA, 
Hold In Bondage. 
Strathmore. 
Chandos. 
Under Two Flags. 
Idalia. 
Cecil Castie> 

malne's Gagt. 
Tricotrln. 
Puck. 

Folle Farina.' 
A Dog of Flanders. 
PascareL 
SIgna. 



TwoLlttleWooden 
Shoee. 

In a Winter Clty« 

Ariadne. 

Friendshia 

Moths. 

Piplstrello. 

A Village Com- 
mune. 

BlmbL 

In Maremmo. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 



BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 



Lost Sir Massing 
berd. 

A Perfect Trea- 
sure. 

Bentlnck's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's Tryst. 

Clyffards of ClyfTts 

Tho Family Scape- 
grace. 

Foster Brothere. 

Found Dead. 

Best of Husbands. 

Walter's Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

V/hatHeCo8tHer 

HuinorousStorles 

Gwondoline's Har- 
vest. 

£200 Reward. 



Like Fathsr. LIko 

Son. 
A Marine Resh 

dcnce. 
Married Beneath 

Him. 
Mirk Abbey. 
Not Wooed, but 

Won. 
Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Cartyon's Year. 
A Confldentlal 

Agent. 
Some Private 

Views. 
From Exile. 
A Grape from m 

Thorn. 
For Cash Only. 
Kit: A Memory. 
The Canons Ward 



BY EDGAR A. VOR. 
The Mystery of Mario Roget 

BY E. C. PRICE. 
Valontlna. | Tho Foi*clgiVQrt. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 

BY CHARLES READE. 
It Is Never Too Lato to Mend 
Hard Cash. | Peg Woffingtoa 
Christie Johnstone. 
Grhnth Gaunt. 
Put Yourself in His Place. 
Tlie Double Marriage. 
Love Mo Little, Love Me Lone 
Foul Play. 

Tho Cloister and the Hearth. 
Tho Course of True Love. 
Autobiography of a Thief. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir. 



